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The meeting of two personalities is like the contact of two 
chemical substances: if there is any reaction, both are 


transformed. 


—Carl Jung 
Author’s Note 
Lyrics from the musical Rent, by Jonathan Larson, are 


scattered throughout the story; lyrics at the end of the 
story, 


as well as story title, are from Elton John's song “Electricity 
Sparks Inside of Me (And I"m Free)”. 
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Electricity Sparks Inside of Me 

JACK pushed open the door to the club and stopped just 
inside, looking around the dark and crowded space. A DJ 
bopped his head behind the turntable, and moving bodies 
filled the dance floor. 

He hesitated for a moment; he"d never been in a gay 

club, but it was his first week in a new city, the first week of 
his new life, and he wanted to mark the occasion by doing 
something he"d always wanted to do. He walked in and 


headed toward the bar, pushing his way past a few guys 
who 


were standing in his path, murmuring “Excuse me” as they 


turned to get a look at him. 

He finally got to the bar and stood with his foot on the 

rail, leaning against the top and waiting for the bartender to 
notice him. He thought it might be a long wait, seeing as the 
bartender was dancing along to the music in between 
pouring drinks and chatting with a guy at the end. Jack 
glanced over, checking him out. 

What he saw had Jack taking a second look: the guy 

was tall, seriously tall, and he had a great body, and his 
pants.... Jack couldn't help dropping his eyes to where the 
guy's skintight pants were showing off his considerable 
assets. He hastily raised his eyes, embarrassed to be 
outright ogling some guy'"s cock just minutes after he"d 
gotten in the bar. Okay, the guy also had a nice face, and 
twinkly earrings, and an amazing smile. 

In fact, this guy seemed genuinely happy to be alive, his 
laugh booming out at something the bartender said to him 
as he doubled over from what looked like pure glee. His 
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happiness was like some kind of force field, because Jack 
felt 


totally drawn to him. He certainly had never seen anyone 
like him in Little Rock. (People in Arkansas didn"t glitter, as a 
rule.) 

He was startled when the guy caught his eye and 

nodded at him, and he nodded back, feeling his face grow 
warm. Then the guy leaned over and said something to the 
bartender, who finally looked at Jack and headed his way. 
“Hi, there. Sorry | kept you waiting. What"ll it be?” 

“Uh, a beer? Whatever's good that you have on tap.” 
“Coming right up.” 

Jack glanced over, and the guy was still looking his way, 

a small smile playing on his face. The bartender pulled the 
tap, and beer foamed into the glass, but when Jack reached 
into his pocket, he shook his head. 

“Oh no. This is on that gentleman over there,” he said, 
jerking his head toward the guy at the end of the bar, and 
then he moved away to wait on someone else. 


Jack looked over at the guy and nodded, giving hima 


smile. It was the least he could do in the face of such 
friendliness. 

“Thanks,” he mouthed and wasn"t surprised when the 

guy flashed a huge grin, picked up his drink, and sauntered 
over to him. 

He wasn't surprised, but he was more than a little 

nervous. He suddenly realized that being “friends with 
benefits” with his college roommate for two years hadn"t 
prepared him in the least for a gay pickup scene. Especially 
not with a guy who looked like that. 

“You"re welcome,” the guy said in a surprisingly light 

and musical voice. 
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Jack"s mouth opened when he got a look at him close- 

up, he was that good-looking. The guy was staring back at 
him with an alarming amount of interest, and Jack found 


his eyes oddly mesmerizing, with their gray-blue color 
ringed 


by smoky eyeliner. Yeah, Jack had definitely never seen 


anyone like him in Little Rock. 

“I"m Evan, by the way,” the guy said and extended a 

hand covered with rings. 

Jack took his hand and felt a jolt of energy. Fuck, this 

guy was SO alive he practically crackled. He looked up into 
Evan"s smiling face as he towered over him and felt 
something akin to falling for just a second before the world 
righted itself and he got a hold of himself again. 

“Jack,” he said. Evan showed no signs of letting go of 

his hand, and Jack was okay with that. He reckoned he 
could hold Evan"s hand and look at his face for a long time 
before he got tired of it. 

“Jack,” repeated Evan in a thoughtful tone. “How come 
I"ve never seen you in here before? I"m sure | would"ve 
noticed you.” 

Warmed by the admiration in his glance, Jack said, “Oh, 
uh, probably because I"m new to town.” 

Evan let go of his hand to pick up his drink. “New? Oh, 
well, welcome to Washington, DC. | hope you'll like it here.” 


“Do you like it?” Jack wasn"t usually this direct right off 


the bat, but something about Evan inspired him. 

“Hmmm,” said Evan, staring off into space while Jack 
admired his profile. “I like a lot of it. The traffic sucks, and 
it"s humid as hell in the summer, and everyone's a 
workaholic. But there"s good nightlife and cultural stuff, the 
museums are to die for, and there"s a pretty substantial gay 
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community. And | guess | like the fact that most people here 
are up to something with their lives. They live here because 
they want to make a difference, and | like that.” 

Jack took in Evan's torrent of words, grateful that he 

was so chatty. There was something generous about him, 
Jack decided, studying the freckles on his bottom lip. 

“But what about you?” Evan asked. “Where did you 

move from? You sound Southern.” 

Jack shook himself from his lip reverie. “Yep. I"m from 
Arkansas.” 

Evan's face lit up. “Wow, a true Southern boy.” 


Huh. Why was that so exciting? But Evan was talking 


again, and he forced himself to focus. 

“What brings you to the big city?” 

Evan's friendly interest had Jack relax, and he found 

himself chatting as if to an old friend, telling him about 
recently graduating with a major in music education, and his 
plans to start teaching high school orchestra. Evan listened 
intently, even while being continually interrupted by people 


greeting him as they went by. He seemed to be as popular 
as 


he was good-looking, and Jack kept expecting him to run off, 
but he appeared content to stick by Jack's side. 

“What?” Jack realized Evan had asked him something, 

which he had missed in his daze. 

“| said do you want to dance?” 

Without waiting for an answer, Evan grabbed his hand 

and steered him onto the dance floor. Okay, Jack wasn"t 
confident about this, having never been known for his 
dancing ability, but what the hell. He watched Evan gyrate 
through a series of moves, admiring his lithe body and doing 
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his best to follow suit as Evan laughed at his attempts and 
he laughed back, somehow not offended. 

The music changed to a slow number, and Evan pulled 

him in, circling his waist with one arm and putting his other 
hand in his hair. He rested his cheek against Evan's chest, 
breathing in his scent of vanilla and leather, and snaked his 
arm around his back. Evan was big and warm, his body 
vibrating with life, and Jack snuggled in without even 
thinking about it, then smiled as he felt Evan"s gentle 
chuckle. Now this was something he could get used to, he 
thought dreamily. 

Evan"s hand strayed downward until it cupped his ass, 

and Jack tightened his hold around Evan"s body, drinking in 
the warmth, the feeling of being held and surrounded. He 
could feel Evan"s hard cock pressing against him, and he 
pressed into it, which caused Evan to shudder and then pull 
him in even tighter, his hand now kneading his ass, his lips 
ghosting along his temple. God, he’s huge. The thought 


darted into Jack"s mind amid a storm of pleasurable 


sensations. 
So turned on he could barely think, Jack tried to take a 
breath. He"d never come close to being this sexual on a 


dance floor before. Actually, he"d never been on a dance 
floor 


with a man before, so that probably had something to do 
with it. In a fit of daring, he put his hand on Evan's ass, and 
Evan hummed and ground himself against him. They were 
barely moving now, just hands on asses, grinding into each 
other, and Jack suppressed a moan, feeling like he could 
come just like this. Evan moved his mouth to his ear, his 
breath warm as he whispered, 

“Fuck, Jack, |.... Can I kiss you?” 

Electricity Sparks Inside of Me | QJ Elliott 

9 

A thrill moved through his body, and Jack nodded, 

raising his face as Evan's lips came down on his, warm and 
insistent. He opened his mouth to let Evan in and ran his 
hand up Evan's chest to rest on his cheek, allowing Evan to 


control the kiss, his knees almost giving out as Evan ran his 


tongue along his bottom lip, then sucked it gently into his 
mouth. Evan made a pleased noise and slipped his fingers 
under Jack's shirt; Jack shivered at the feeling of Evan"s 
hand on his skin, caressing the small of his back. 

Jack forgot he was in the middle of a club and let go 
completely, losing himself in the sensation of Evan"s mouth 
on his, his tongue dancing with Evan"s, while Evan moved 
his hand down inside his briefs to the top of his crack, their 
cocks rocking together. 

Buzz. He came to with a start at the vibrating of his cell 
phone in his front pocket and broke away with a groan. 
“Shit,” he gasped, hating to let go of Evan. “I"m sorry, 

but | just have to check—” He looked down at the phone and 
cursed inwardly. “I—I"m so sorry, but I have to take this call. 
Don"t... don"t go away, okay?” 

Looking kind of stunned, Evan nodded and stepped 

back from Jack. 

Tightening his jaw, Jack pushed his way outside and 
pressed Send. 


The sound of sobbing greeted his ear. 


“Shelly?” 

More sobbing and a few gasps. 

“Shelly, what's going on?” 

Jack walked around in a circle, trying to curb his 
impatience, looking in through the window of the club to see 
if he could still see Evan. 
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“Sorry.” Shelly"s voice wobbled. “I had to talk to you. | 

just can"t go on, Jack. It"s too hard.” 

Jack"s heart sank. If all signs were correct, this was not 
going to be a short phone call, but Evan.... Telling Shelly to 
hold on, he went back into the club and walked through the 
dance floor, looking for Evan. 

He finally spied him dancing in a small group of guys 


near the bar, then breaking away, laughing, and leaning 
over 


to talk to the bartender. Jack walked all the way up to him, 
the noise prohibiting him from being heard, and touched his 


shoulder. 


Evan turned around and looked at him, then glanced 

down at the phone in his hand and raised his eyebrows. 
“I"m really sorry,” Jack stammered out, “but | really 

need to talk to this person, and it may take a while. Um... 
koar 

“No problem,” Evan said breezily. “Nice to meet you, 

Jack. Good luck with everything, and welcome to DC.” 

Jack hesitated. That was it? Feeling foolish, he nodded 

and turned away, then turned back, but Evan was already 
back on the dance floor, and another guy was moving in to 
put his hands on Evan"s shoulders. Oh. This Evan guy was 
obviously a player. 

Forget him, Jack told himself and put the phone back to 

his ear as he pushed open the door. 

JACK followed Elaine down the hallway, nodding pleasantly. 
He"d already been in the orchestra room a few days earlier, 
checking out the instruments and rearranging the layout to 
suit him. He tried to take it all in as Elaine gave him the 
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grand tour of the school—cafeteria, gym, long halls lined 
with lockers, tattered posters left over from last year still 
tacked up on the walls. 

As Elaine chatted away, arms folded over her sweater, 
Jack glanced up at her lined face and bifocals, wondering 
how much longer she was planning to be principal of this 
private school for privileged kids, then scolded himself for 


being ageist. They entered the staff lounge where the rest 
of 


the teachers occupied various armchairs and sofas, drinking 
out of mugs, looking at paperwork, and talking quietly. 
“Everyone, meet Jack Grady, our new orchestra 

teacher.” 

They greeted Jack with nods and raising of coffee mugs, 

and he was about to nod back when he caught sight of a tall 
dark-haired man who had his back to him, pouring himself a 
cup of tea. He froze as the man turned around and his fears 
were confirmed. 

Evan looked less glittery than he"d been in the club but 


no less handsome as he raised his eyebrows in surprise and 


then smiled. Mortified at coming face-to-face with the object 
of his masturbatory fantasies over the last week, Jack 
quickly turned away, keeping his eyes focused on Elaine, 
who had started in on introductions. 

He managed to nod to each person as they were 
introduced, although he couldn't take in their names above 
the roaring in his ears. Elaine was introducing Evan now, 
smiling fondly at him, and Jack made himself look at him. 
His eyes were as amazing as Jack remembered them, and 
they were staring at him with just a hint of amusement. 
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“And this here is our drama and choral teacher, Evan 
Roderick. Your paths will probably be crossing quite a bit, 
given you"re both teaching performing arts.” 

Evan put down his mug and walked over, holding out 

his hand, and Jack had no choice but to take it. Bam. There 
it was, that same jolt of energy that had sparked between 
them when they'd touched at the club. 


“Hello, Jack, and welcome,” Evan said, smiling suavely 


down at him. He squeezed Jack's hand, then let go quickly. 
“Uh, thanks,” Jack said, looking around the room. Some 

of the teachers seemed to be studying them, and he took a 
step away from Evan. “Thanks, all. I"m happy to be here.” 
He looked at Elaine a bit desperately, hoping to get the 
attention off of him and Evan, and she rescued him, saying 


briskly, “Okay, folks, let"s move into the conference room 
and 


talk about logistics for when the horde descends tomorrow.” 
Jack followed her, trying to calm down and not listen to 

Evan talking cheerily to someone behind him. 

AT LUNCHTIME, Jack retrieved his brown paper sack and sat 
down to eat at a round table in the staff lounge. A few other 
teachers lounged in the armchairs, eating and reading. Jack 
felt someone settle down in the chair beside him and 
somehow knew from the tingling of his skin that it was Evan. 
He took a deep breath and turned to face him. 

His mouth grew dry at the sight of Evan"s face, his eyes, 


the freckles on those lips that.... A memory of their dance 


flashed through his mind, and Jack"s cock began to harden. 


Face warm, Jack shook himself mentally and forced a smile, 
but Evan was looking over his shoulder. 
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“Hey, Ren.” 

Jack turned, embarrassed at thinking that Evan was 

there to talk to him, and saw a tall man who looked like he 
was from India lounging against the counter. 

“Hi, Evan. Hi, Jack. Welcome again.” 

Oh. Jack felt momentarily confused because Ren had no 
accent. In fact, he sounded Southern. “Thanks.” 

“Come sit with us.” Evan looked eager for Ren to join 
them, but he shook his head. 

“Can"t right now. | have to go get some calculus pretests 
ready for tomorrow.” 

Evan shook his head. “Such a worker bee. Okay. Drinks 
later?” 

“Sure. You too, Jack, if you"re free.” 

Jack thought he saw Evan's eyes clouding a bit at that 


and shook his head. 


“No, sorry, I"m not free today. But thanks, though.” 

Evan opened up his salad container and finally really 
looked at Jack with a small smile on his face, nothing like 
the grin he'd had at the club. 

“Well, this is a surprise! When you said you were 


teaching at a high school, it never occurred to me that it"d 
be 


this one. Small world, huh? Anyway, let me know if there"s 


anything you need to know about this place, because 
having 


been here five years already, | can definitely give you the 
inside Scoop....” 

Jack sat there, mute, as Evan talked, nodding at times 

to show he was listening while his mind churned. What do I 
do now? What if he tells people about the other night? Why 
does he have to work here , damn it? 
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There was a silence, and Jack realized that Evan had 
wound down and was looking at him questioningly. He took 


a breath and forced himself to speak. 


“Uh, yeah, thanks, man, but you don"t have to go out of 
your way for me. I"Il be fine.” 
Shit, why was he acting like such an uptight dick? Evan 


seemed to be wondering the same thing, because he 
paused, 


and when Jack didn"t say anything more, he took a sip of his 


tea and then got up, looking closed off as he threw his 
empty 


salad container into the trash. 

“Well, I"ve gotta run. Some of my students are coming so 
we can start planning the fall musical. We"ve gotten 
permission to do Rent. I"m so excited!” Evan's face lit up, 
then dimmed a bit as he looked down at Jack, still sitting 
there like a lump. “What are your plans for the orchestra?” 
“Um, not totally sure. I"m still figuring out what music 

to cover, and | guess it depends on the skill level of the 
students. It"ll be classical, though.” 

Jack closed his mouth in despair. This stilted 

conversation was nothing like their easy chat at the club, 
but Jack couldn"t figure out how to capture that again. Evan 


was different, for one thing, so polite he seemed almost 


guarded. Well, he’s probably not used to having his pickups 
show up at his school. Sorry to cramp your style, Jack 


thought meanly, then regretted it. At least the guy was 
trying 


to be nice. 

“Oh,” Evan responded. “That sounds good. Well, | gotta 

go now. Take it easy.” 

Evan turned and walked out of the lounge, and Jack 
watched him go, noting his long legs and broad shoulders, 
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tamping down the memory of how it felt to be pressed 
against his chest. 

WHEN he left the building that afternoon, juggling class 
plans, sheet music, and his viola case, Evan was waiting out 
front, sitting on the low brick wall that ran alongside the 
entrance steps. He stood up when he saw Jack, whose heart 
starting beating faster. 

“Hey,” Evan said hurriedly, “I just wanted to say... um, 


I"m not sure what, but | feel like we maybe got off on the 


wrong foot today.” 

Jack blushed. So he wasn"t the only one to feel the 
awkwardness. Evan continued, looking out at the parking lot 
instead of directly at Jack. 

“So, you know, sometimes these things happen. We met 

at a club, and I really enjoyed it, especially that dance.” 

For a moment, Jack forgot where he was; his cheeks 
warmed and his cock stirred, and when Evan turned to look 
at him with heat in his eyes, he took a step closer to him. He 
stopped abruptly, because through the fog of a certain joy 
that Evan had liked their encounter as much as he had, 

Jack suddenly remembered where they were. He cast an 
uneasy glance at the building. 

“Yeah,” he said, “but....” 

Evan must have seen his uneasiness, because he took a 
step back and actually raised his hands as if to show he 
carried no weapons. 

“Oh, don"t worry.” His laugh seemed forced. “I don"t 

think either of us are interested in pursuing anything.” 
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That brought Jack up short, and he felt a twinge of 
disappointment as Evan barreled ahead, swinging his book 
bag in his hand. 

“Yeah. So | just wanted to set you at ease so you"re not 
worrying that I"m gonna be a big old gay predator from the 
big city or anything.” 

Jack knitted his eyebrows, puzzled that Evan would put 

the word “gay” into that sentence, as if he doubted Jack was 
gay. Or was it that Evan thought small-town guys were all in 
the closet? And predator, what was that all about? While he 
stood there, confused, Evan clapped his hand on his 
shoulder briefly, then let it fall to his side. 

“Well,” he said, a little too loudly and cheerfully to 


sound real, “let me know if there's anything | can do for 
you. 


Take care, Jack.” 
He turned and walked away, leaving Jack looking after 
him, feeling dismissed and absurdly bereft. 


BURSTS of laughter and the discordant cacophony of 


instruments being tuned reverberated off the walls as Jack 
stood in front of the class and surveyed his students. They 
looked engaged and somewhat nerdy, just as he envisioned 
orchestra students would. He called the class to attention, 
and some of the girls practically batted their eyelashes at 
him, but he was used to this from his student teaching and 
didn't let it faze him. 

Okay, time to launch into things. He took a deep breath 
and got started. 
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A few hours later, he was slumped in an armchair in the 


staff lounge, exhausted by how much energy he"d 
expended 


already. 

“Rough first day?” 

He looked up to find Ren gazing down at him, a sheaf of 
papers in his hand. His glasses looked quite professorial on 
him, Jack decided. 


“Oh.” Jack laughed. “It"s been cool, but all of a sudden 


I"m beat, man.” 

“Yeah.” Ren sat down in the armchair opposite his. “l 

know what you mean. | remember how overwhelmed | was 
when I was new to teaching. It gets better.” 

“I"m sure it does.” 

“You sound like you"re from the South,” said Ren. 

“Yeah, from Arkansas. What about you?” 

“Oh, North Carolina boy, born and bred. Tar Heels rule.” 
“Oh yeah, you ACC guys are so full of yourselves.” 

Ren laughed. He had a really nice smile. 

“By the way, | meant it when I said you should come out 
for drinks with me and Evan. We know all the best places, 
you know, for a mixed crowd.” 

“Huh?” 

“Gay and straight, plus Evan knows every gay bar in the 
city. My boyfriend and I can"t even keep up with him.” 

My boyfriend and I. Jack couldn"t believe he'd already 

met two openly gay men at his school. When he"d taken the 


job, he had somehow thought he'd be the only gay man 


there, and he wasn't planning to be open about his 
sexuality. 


He hadn"t bet on having his cover blown sky high before he 
even set foot in the place. He wondered uneasily if Evan had 
said anything to Ren. 
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Mixed crowd. Ren sounded like he was giving Jack an 

out there, and he took it. 

“Um, yeah, well, none of those places sound like my 

kind of place, really. But if anything, it"d be the mixed crowd 
one. But thanks.” Jack hoped his lying wasn"t too obvious, 
and he looked down at his paperwork as if he suddenly 
found it fascinating. 

When he looked up, Ren was smiling kindly. He so 

knows. But all he said was, “Sure, man. Let us know if you 
change your mind.” 

HE CAME into the staff lounge after school on Friday to find 
several of them huddled and talking in low voices. 


“But can they do that? This is a private school. We"re 


not bound by the school board.” Ren looked upset. 
Michelle, a dour-faced French teacher, responded, “No, 
we're not, but we do have our own board of directors and 
trustees, and we don"t want to piss them off. They"re our 
bread and butter, especially the trustees.” 

“What are you talking about?” Jack asked, pouring 
himself a cup of coffee. 

Michelle snorted. “Roderick"s getting us into hot water 
again.” 

Ren shook his head. “That's not really fair, Michelle. He 


asked for permission last year to do Rent, and at the time, 
no 


one had a problem with it. Just because people are getting 
their panties in a twist now—” 

“An apt metaphor,” sniffed Lawrence, the classics 
professor, taking off his glasses and beginning to polish 
them with his napkin. 
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“Homophobic much?” said Julie, a younger woman who 


taught English literature. Jack already liked her for not 
pulling any punches, and even though she looked as young 
as he was, she didn"t seem cowed at all by her older 
colleagues. Plus, she sported a rad tattoo sleeve. 

“Hmph,” Lawrence muttered and lumbered to his feet. “l 


think it"s time I leave this conversation to the rest of you.” 
He 


left the lounge. 

“Sorry,” Julie said, although she looked more like she 

was suppressing a laugh. “Sometimes | just can"t help 
myself.” 

“Anyway, Jack,” said Ren, “what"s been happening is 

that some of the parents, or more likely school alumni, got 


wind of the fact that we"re doing Rent and are raising a 
stink. 


Elaine and Evan have been asked to meet with them to 
discuss canceling the production.” 

“Can they do that? Make them cancel the play?” 

Ren grimaced. “Possibly. | know that Evan isn"t 


planning to comply. He"s being positive and pretty much 


ignoring the whole thing and operating like everything"s a 
go. 


He"s not afraid of what a bunch of homophobic jerks think.” 
Michelle twisted her mouth. “Well, those „homophobic 
jerks" are providing our paychecks. Roderick can take his 
cutting-edge bullshit somewhere else. I, for one, am not 
interested in being laid off, not in this economy.” 

Julie snorted, then threw her yogurt container in the 


trash. “Let"s not jump to conclusions, guys. We'll be finding 


out what went down with the trustees at our staff meeting 
on 


Monday. Until then, chill.” 

Jack sipped his coffee, a familiar fear curling in the pit 

of his stomach. He wished with a flash of annoyance that 
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Evan wasn't so comfortable with pushing the envelope 
while 


at the same time admiring that he had the guts to do so. 
But 


damn, homophobia in the first week at his new job? Hadn't 


he gotten away from that by moving out of Cabot? 

His hometown was not a friendly place for a gay person. 
Everyone Jack knew was Straight, and most of them 
attended his church, with its sermons about the sins of 
homosexuality. The only person he"d ever come out to was 
one of his closest friends, Art, who knew how to keep his 
mouth shut. His “friends with benefits” college roommate 
had been even deeper in the closet than he was. 

Jack had passed as straight by dating Jenny 

throughout high school and college; she hadn"t been that 
keen on sex, wanting to save it for marriage, so he"d never 
had to be open with her. He"d broken up with her soon after 


finding out he"d gotten the job at Madison School, feeling 
bad 


for her broken dreams of marriage and family with him but 
knowing he'd just saved her from something far worse. 
He"d had some vague idea of living an openly gay life 

once he made it out of Cabot, but now the little voice in his 
head was taunting him: Thought you were gonna be all gay 


Clubs and out in the big city, huh? Right. 


In the middle of Jack's stewing, the door banged open, 
and Evan entered the room. 

“Hey, guys.” Evan breezed in with a smile on his face, 
then looked around. “What's up?” 

No one answered for a moment, then Ren and Julie 
greeted him at the same time while Jack nodded stiffly and 
Michelle sank lower into her chair, opening a book and 
pointedly ignoring him. 
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“Oh, okayyy. Something tells me you all weren"t just 


discussing the weather.” Evan's smile now seemed forced 
as 


he walked over to pick up his teacup. 

“Good luck tonight,” Ren said quietly, laying a hand on 
Evan"s shoulder. 

“Yeah, knock "em alive, kiddo,” said Julie. “We're all 
rooting for you.” 

“Oh?” Evan lifted an eyebrow. “All?” His eyes briefly 


touched on Michelle slouched in her chair, then rested on 


Jack and seemed to be assessing him. 

“Um, yeah, man. Good luck.” Jack looked down, 
uncomfortably aware that Evan's eyes were still on him. He 
put his cup in the sink, just wanting to get away. 

Behind him, Evan, Ren, and Julie started to talk about 

the meeting. Feeling like a coward, Jack slunk out of the 
lounge and headed out to the parking lot. 

He drove straight home, changed into his standard at- 
home attire of T-shirt and sweatpants, popped a cold beer, 
and then sat down with his guitar, always his best form of 
stress relief. After playing a few chords, though, he set the 
guitar aside. He just couldn"t get into it tonight. 

He yawned, then stared into space, a picture of Evan in 
his mind, striding down the hallway in his skinny jeans, 


always a few kids tagging along and talking to him 
excitedly, 


his smile bright. Jack sighed and felt his cock stirring as he 
thought about Evan's lips on his. He wished.... The phone 
rang. He looked at the display, then picked it up. 


“Hey, Mom.” 


“Jackson, dear, how was your first week of work? I"ve 

been thinking about you so much but didn"t want to take up 
your time until your week was done.” 
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He smiled at her familiar voice and lay down on the 

sofa, staring up at the ceiling. 

“It was good, Mama. The kids are great, and we have a 

few really talented ones in Orchestra 1. The staff are all 
pretty nice, and | like the principal. Yeah, so it"s good, all 
good.” He watched the ceiling fan spin lazily, barely stirring 
the humid air in his apartment. 

“I"m glad. So you"re thinking it"s a good fit for you?” 

“I think so. There seems to be a pretty free rein to create 
my own curriculum and—” He stopped, his jaw tightening, 
as he remembered the whole storm brewing over Rent and 


H u 


was reminded that the teachers 
SO 


free rein” only extended 


far. 


“And? Are you there, honey?” 


“Yeah, yeah. Sorry, | got distracted for a second. 

Anyway, so far so good. So, how"s everyone at home? | 
haven"t heard from Shelly for a while.” 

Come to think of it, it was odd that she hadn't called 

since last weekend when he'd been at the club. Usually she 
called every few days, and sometimes several times a day, 
depending on her emotional state. 

There was a pause. Jack sat up, a feeling of foreboding 
coming over him. 

“Mom?” 

“Yeah. Yes, well, that"s one of the reasons | called. Now, 
honey, | don"t want you to get all upset, but your sister is 
back in the hospital.” 

Jack stood up. “What? Oh, shoot! What happened?” He 
clenched his fist. 

His mother's voice was soothing. “She"s going to be 

okay. She had something of a relapse, and Joanne thought it 
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best that she be put in the hospital where they can monitor 


” 


her. 
Jack grabbed his messenger bag and started digging 
through it. “I"m coming home. Just give me a few hours to 
arrange—” 

“No!” His mother's voice was sharp. She continued more 
softly. “No, Jack, | don"t want you jeopardizing your new job 


by coming home right when you've started your school 
year. 


It"s okay. Your Dad and | are handling it, Shelly"s doing 
much better already, and Joanne has been a trouper. I"m so 
glad Shelly finally got a therapist who really knows what 
She's doing.” 

Jack sat back down on the sofa, thinking /f she really 
knows what she’s doing, how come Shelly’s back in the 
hospital? 

He didn't say it out loud, not wanting to add to his 
mother's stress. He sagged, a picture of his sister when she 
was younger, so free and happy, coming into his mind, and 
swallowed down the lump in his throat. 


“Okay. Are you sure, though?” 


“Yes, honey. | appreciate you for being the caring 

brother that you are. | know it"s not easy, she depends on 
you so much, but | just want to thank you for being so great 
with her.” 

Jack suppressed a sigh. “Yeah.” 

“So.” His mom's voice became more cheerful. “You got 

any plans for the weekend?” 

“I"m going over to Kyle and Nick"s, and we"re gonna jam.” 
“Oh, great! I"m so glad those guys live there now too, 

and that you"re getting to play some music. Give them my 
love.” 
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“Okay. Thanks for calling, Mom.” 

“Of course. Love you, dear.” 

Jack hung up, still upset about the news of Shelly being 
back in the hospital. He wished he'd thought to get the 
phone number from his mom but then remembered that she 
hadn"t been allowed phone calls the other times she"d been 


hospitalized. 


He picked his guitar back up and started playing, glad 

that he was getting together with his band tomorrow. Music 
was a lifesaver, in more ways than one. 

But after a few chords he stopped, feeling drained, and 
dropped the guitar on the sofa. He put his hand on his 
stomach, scratching and yawning, then let it drift downward 


as a memory of Evan pressing against him and the feeling 
of 


his cock, hard and huge, seared his brain and lit up his 
nerve endings. 

Oh yeah. He felt himself getting hard, and he reached 
into his sweatpants and pulled out his cock, moving his 


thumb over the head to smear the drops of precome that 
had 


already collected as he thought of Evan"s chest, his smell, 
him saying “Fuck, Jack, I.... Can I kiss you?” And then his 
lips, his mouth.... 

Jack panted, stroking in earnest, imagining that mouth 
going down on him while he tangled his fingers in Evan"s 
thick hair, and Evan sucking him off as he looked down and 


into those eyes— 


“Fuck!” he groaned as he came, pleasure washing over 
him in waves, then lay limply back against the sofa 
cushions. What had Evan Roderick done to his life? 
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THE next day, Jack drove up the cracked driveway of the 


house that Kyle and Nick were renting along with a few 
other 


housemates. The house was old and the yard had seen 
better days, but at least it had a garage that they could 
practice in. Jack parked his Toyota, pulled out his guitar 
and amp, and went into the garage, where Terry perched on 
a stool, already pounding on the drums. 

“Hey, dude!” Terry called, and went back to pounding. 
Jack set down his gear and went into the house, then 
stopped and prepared to duck. Kyle, Nick, and Jorge were 
throwing a Nerf football around with a great deal of 
enthusiasm, putting the milk carton on the table in danger 
of being toppled. 

“Hey, hey, little buddy,” Kyle called out. 


For some reason, Kyle liked to be the Skipper on 

Gilligan's Island. Jack suspected it was a sneaky way to get 
to call him “little.” Of course, Kyle could call most people 
that—he was as tall as Evan. Shoot. He had to get Evan out 
of his brain. 

He went to the kitchen and opened the refrigerator to 
distract himself. Nothing interesting. 

Walking back into the living room, he found Kyle leaning 
over, laughing, while Jorge and Nick stood over a fallen lamp 
and yelled at each other—in other words, just a typical day 
with the buds. 

“Come on, guys. Let's rehearse,” Jack said, arms folded 
over his chest. 

Nick mimicked him. “Come on, guys. Such a slave 

driver, Grady.” 

“Whatever. I"Ill be outside tuning up.” Jack loved his 
friends, but they got on his nerves at times. 
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As he turned to go, he heard Jorge snort and say, 


“That"s so gay!” and looked back to see Nick with his arms 
around Jorge, trying to get at the Nerf football that he was 
holding out of reach. 

Kyle cast a quick look at Jack and said, “Break it up, 

guys. Let"s get going.” 

Clamping down on his welling anger, Jack walked out to 
the garage while Jorge and Nick hooted and made kissing 
noises at each other. 

Ignoring Terry, who yelled something out to him, he 
plugged in his guitar, tuned it, and tore into a riff from a 
heavy metal band that he used to like. It sounded like shit, 
but he didn"t care. All he wanted right now was music, the 
angrier, the better. Terry started banging along, the other 
guys came out and said stuff to him, and Jack was glad he 
couldn"t hear them over the squealing of his guitar. 

Fuck you, fuck you, fuck you. The words echoed in his 
mind like a mantra, keeping time to the beat. Jack wasn't 
sure if he was saying them to his friends, to the world, or to 
himself. 


“THIS looks awesome, Ren. I"m so there!” 


Jack walked into the staff lounge, pausing at the sight 

of Evan and Ren sitting at the round table, hunched over a 
newspaper, heads leaned toward each other. He strolled 
casually over to the coffeemaker, trying to see what they 
were looking at as he passed. 

“Hi, Jack.” Evan smiled tightly, then looked back down 

at the newspaper. 
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Jack mumbled a greeting and frowned down at his mug. 
Despite Evan"s speech about wanting to make sure things 


were cool between them, school had been in session for 
over 


two weeks, and things were still awkward as hell, at least for 
him. He couldn"t be in the same room with Evan without his 
body responding, but Evan hadn"t even talked to him again 
except to nod and say hello. And why does he act all polite 
when he doesn’t give a crap? Jack fumed silently to his 
coffee cup. 


“Jack, hey!” Ren"s greeting was a bit more effusive. “Hey, 


you might be interested in this too.” 

“What is it?” Jack came closer, trying to ignore the way 

his heart quickened as he got nearer to Evan, but Evan 
spoke instead, not looking at him but at Ren. 

“Forget it, Ren. I"m sure Jack isn"t interested in La Roux 

at the 9:30 Club. His taste seems to run more to classical. 
Jack, have you checked out the Kennedy Center yet? The 
National Symphony isn"t half bad.” 

Stung, Jack shifted from one foot to the other and 

opened his mouth to speak; just then Lawrence entered the 


lounge, his glasses perched on the end of his nose. He 
looked 


at Evan and sniffed, then brightened as his eyes fell on Jack. 
“Ah, hello there, Jackson. That was a good rehearsal 

last night, wasn"t it?” Smiling smugly, he turned to retrieve 
his cup, ignoring Evan and Ren. 

“Rehearsal?” Ren asked. Both he and Evan were staring 

at Jack. 

“Um, yeah. | was invited to play viola in the local 


chamber orchestra—” 


“First viola,” Lawrence interrupted triumphantly, as if 
Jack were somehow his to crow about. “I play cello, as you 
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know, and we've been needing a violist. It"s nice to see 
some 


teachers making a positive contribution to the community.” 
You fucking homophobic asshole. The thought was so 
clear, Jack worried that he'd said it out loud, but Lawrence 
continued to stand there with a pompous smirk, his eyes 
looking like little pig eyes behind his bifocals. 

“Speaking of positive contributions,” Ren said calmly to 
Evan, “how are the rally plans going?” 

Lawrence's face clouded, and he heaved a large sigh as 
he took his tea bag out of his mug. “Ridiculous,” he 
muttered, then turned to Jack. “So, Jack, how about we go 
to the orchestra room? There's a part from that Haydn 
concerto that I"d like to practice further.” 

In your dreams, you fat fuck. Jack could hardly believe 


the vitriol that his mind was spewing, but there was no way 


he was going to get all cozy with Lawrence, the resident 
homophobe. 

“Uh, no, thanks. I"m going to stay here. I"ve got some 
stuff to do before my next class.” 

As Lawrence lumbered out, Jack glanced over at Evan 

and Ren. Ren smiled at him and shook his head a little, but 
Evan didn"t look at him at all as he stood up from the table 
and set his teacup in the sink. He turned back to Ren. 

“The rally"s coming along, Renny. | want to run some 
things by you and get your ideas, but I"ve got class now. 
We're having rehearsal right after school, but can you get 


together for dinner? I"m gonna see if Julie can come, and 
you 


should bring Steve along.” 

“Sure, sounds good. Call me when you"re done with 
rehearsal and we'll figure out where. Oh, and I"Il get you a 
ticket for La Roux.” 
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Jack watched Evan head out of the lounge, trying to let 


go of the feeling that the cool kids didn"t want to play with 
him. 

“Rally?” he asked Ren. 

“You haven't heard? Well, you Know the trustees voted 

to ,postpone" the play, which of course means cancel it but 
make it look like they"re considering it. Evan is continuing 
on with rehearsals anyway. So, the kids have decided to 


stage a protest rally, and they"re getting the local PFLAG 
and 


LGBT groups involved. Of course, most of the teachers 
prefer 


that Evan just cancel the play and not make a stink, but 
Evan supports the rally idea, and so do I and some others.” 
“Oh.” Jack looked away from Ren"s expectant face. “Um, 
well, that's... that"s good. Yeah. Good luck with that.” 

“You wouldn"t want to help out, would you? Some of the 
kids in the band for Rent want to play, and if the rest of the 
orchestra could join, it would be even better. | think it would 
be cool for them to play a few of the songs from Rent.” 
Don’t do it, man. You stick your neck out, you'll get 


burned. 


“Um, let me think about it, okay?” 

“Sure.” Ren stood up and gripped his shoulder briefly. 
“Let me know.” 

Jack slumped down, watching Ren stride out of the 
lounge. The little voice in his head kept muttering warnings, 
and he shifted in his chair, feeling slightly nauseated, 
suddenly so tired that all he wanted to do was curl up ina 
ball and go to sleep where he sat. 
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A FEW days later, Jack walked down the hallway after 


school, looking at the papers scattered here and there on 
the 


floor and the bright posters advertising Rent tacked on the 
walls. The fluorescent lights cast an unnatural glow on the 


ghostly hallway, recently reverberating with the sound of 
400 


milling high school students, but Jack didn"t mind the quiet, 
liking some silence after a day of listening to his orchestra 
students saw and tweet their way through Beethoven and 


Satie. 


As Jack dragged along, he realized that he was lonely. 

He envied the easy relationship that Evan and Ren shared. 
They were disappearing at lunch these days, along with 
Julie, Rodney, the PE teacher, and Amanda, the school 
counselor, to continue planning for the rally, leaving Jack 


hiding out in the orchestra room in order to avoid 
Lawrence's 


creepy overtures and Michelle"s bitter commentary. 
He stopped outside the auditorium, from which the 
sound of music was drifting, and listened. Someone was 
Singing; then it cut off abruptly, and he thought he heard 


Evan"s voice. Without thinking, he pushed open the door 
and 


Slipped inside, staying in the very back of the dark 
auditorium so he wouldn't be seen. 

Evan stood in the aisle, arms akimbo, talking to the kids 
on the stage. 

“More emotion! They'"re falling in love, but they"re scared 
to death. This is them finally giving love a chance. Okay, 
take it from the top.” 


The boy and girl started the song again. After a minute, 


Evan stopped them and walked up the stairs to the stage. 
“Let me show you,” he said to the boy. 
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He took the girl"s hand, nodded to the band, then 


opened his mouth and sang: “,,I"d forgotten how to smile 
until 


your candle burned my skin...."” 

Jack almost stopped breathing; Evan's strong and 
unbelievably beautiful voice filled the auditorium, and he 
literally became Roger, afraid and vulnerable yet drawn to 
Mimi's flame. 

When the song ended, Jack shook his head as if to clear 

it; he"d been so totally pulled into the scene that he hadn"t 
even noticed himself sitting down on the nearest seat and 
putting his chin in his hands. He settled in, not about to get 
up and leave now. 

The girl playing Mimi stared at Evan, looking starstruck, 


until he said something to her that made her giggle. She 


asked him a question, and he said, “Okay, it"s easier if | 


show you too.” 
Jack sat up a little straighter. This should be 
interesting. Evan called the boy over and took his hand, 


amid titters from the students. He motioned to the band, 
and 


the kids quieted as he subtly transformed into the character 
of Mimi, singing her part effortlessly. 

Jack watched, agog at the range of Evan's voice, getting 
turned on as hell. Suddenly he wanted more than anything 
to be that boy, having Evan hold his hand and look at him 
like that. 

“Okay, | want to hear what you got from that, and have 


you do the scene one more time. And then the rest of you 
get 


ready, because we"re going to rehearse Maureen's 
performance scene, and you're all on stage for that.” 
Eventually his shoulder ached, and Jack realized he"d 
been sitting in one position for a long time. A glance at his 
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phone told him he"d been in there for over an hour, 
watching 


Evan work with the kids. He got up to leave, intending to 
Slip 


out as quietly as he'd slipped in. 

“Hi, Mr. Grady!” Busted. One of his orchestra students 
who was playing in the band had spotted him. 

Evan whirled around and put his hand over his eyes, 
trying to see Jack in the dim light. 

“Hi,” Jack said, feeling lame. “You all are sounding 
good.” 

“They are, aren't they?” Evan said. “Come watch us 
anytime, Mr. Grady.” 

Jack couldn't see Evan well enough in the dark 
auditorium to tell whether he was being sarcastic, so he 
decided to take him at face value and answer honestly 
himself. 

“I think I will. I'm really impressed. Great job, kids... 
and Mr. Roderick.” 

He turned to go and smiled when he heard the soft 


“Thanks” behind him. 


Okay. That went well. Now stop obsessing about him. 

He walked slowly down the hall, leaving behind the 
sounds of singing, laughter, Evan"s voice ringing out, and 
then more laughter. Evan was so good with the kids; no 
wonder they loved him. 

He pushed open the front door and stood for a moment, 


not wanting to go home yet but having nowhere else he 
could 


think of to go. Most of his evenings were like this, unless he 
had rehearsal with his band or the chamber orchestra. He 


thought about going over to Kyle and Nick"s, but he wasn"t 
in 


the mood for frat night with the boys. He also thought he 


might punch one of them if they ever made another “that's 
SO 
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gay” joke. He thought about the club where he"d met Evan, 


but ever since their sexy dance, he"d avoided going out to 
gay 


clubs, telling himself it wasn"t his scene. 


Well, what is your scene, you loser? The little voice in his 
head was impatient with him tonight, but he had no answers 
for it. 

Sighing, he got into his car, thinking about what 

carryout place to hit for dinner, and pulled out of the 
parking lot into a solid wall of traffic. Shoot. Much as he had 
no plans to move back to Arkansas, at least Little Rock 
didn"t have rush hour traffic twelve hours out of twenty-four. 
Oh well. He turned on the radio as he sat there waiting 

to move. Tomorrow was Friday, and his band was playing 
their first gig. Making music always cheered him up. 

“HURRY up, man, we"re gonna be late,” Kyle said, wrapping 
up the final cord and stashing it in their equipment bag. 
“Okay, okay, let me just....” Jack unplugged the amp 

from the wall, pulled on his leather jacket, grabbed his 
guitar and the amp, and led the way out of the apartment. 
They got to Jammin" Java just as things were getting 


underway for the open mic night. As they were stashing 
their 


gear at the side of the stage, Jack heard a familiar laugh 
ring 


out and peered out into the club to see Evan lounging ata 
table with some other people. 
“Shit,” he muttered, and Kyle looked at him 


questioningly. “Oh, nothing, never mind. Let"s go get a 
beer.” 


Jack, Kyle, and Nick walked through the club to the bar 
while Jorge and Terry stayed behind to fiddle with the 
equipment, and Jack couldn"t help glancing over to where 
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Evan was. Evan was staring at him, surprised, and then he 
nodded. Jack nodded back somewhat stiffly, wondering 
whether Evan was dating one of the men at his table. 
God, let it go, man. Evan Roderick isn’t your concern. 

As he stood at the bar chatting with Kyle and waiting for 
his beer, he felt a tingling along his skin, and he turned, 
then flushed at the proximity of Evan"s blue-gray eyes 
looking down at him, his lips curved into a smile. He had on 
a Bowie T-shirt under a black jacket accented with 


something glittery, lots of eye makeup, and his hair was 


spiky. His skintight pants were the ones Jack remembered 


from the gay club, and he tried not to stare at the way 
Evan's 


obvious bulge was Set off nicely by the shiny zipper. He 
looked amazing, and Jack was surprised that he"d actually 
sought him out to talk to him 

“Hey, Jack. What are you doing here?” 

“My band and | are playing.” Jack secretly enjoyed the 

look of surprise that crossed Evan"s face. Thought | was just 
a Classical music nerd, huh? 

“You're in a band? What do you play?” Evan"s eyes 
sparkled with interest; Jack swallowed and moved slightly 
away as he felt his dick harden, glad that Kyle had already 
left to sit down at their table. 

“Guitar and lead vocals.” Evan needed to stop looking at 
him like that, or he wouldn"t be responsible for what he— 
“Wow. | underestimated you.” They stood there for a 
moment, and Jack felt the air between them start to crackle. 
He cleared his throat to break the spell. 


“So, what are you doing here?” 


Evan shrugged. “Oh. | sing.” 
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“I know that. You"re incredible.” Jack blushed. “I mean, 
| heard you during rehearsal.” 

“Thanks.” Evan flashed a bright smile, and Jack was 
seized with a physical yearning so sharp that he almost 
gasped. 

He gripped his beer mug and took a swig. Meanwhile, 


someone called out Evan"s name, and he put his hand 
briefly 


on Jack"s shoulder, murmured “Later,” and walked away. 
Jack tried to collect himself. He could have a different 


guy every night; why would he be interested in you? And 
you 


work with him, dummy. He tipped his beer mug to his 
mouth 


again, hoping the alcohol would help blot out the incessant 
chattering of his mind. 
Later, Jack watched as Evan took the small stage, 


sitting on a stool, mic in front of him, and someone 


accompanying him on piano. Evan started speaking, and the 
crowd gradually quieted down. 

“This song is about the search for love, and those times 
when you"re with someone and they don't love you, but you 


stay, because it"s lonely and there"s always the hope that 
one 


day it"ll be different. We've all been there. It"s hard to find 
real love, so we settle. The song is „l Can"t Make You Love 
Me".” 

Jack sat up straight, not really believing what he was 
hearing Evan say. Evan looked open, almost vulnerable, in a 
way that Jack had never seen him be, and then he started 
singing, and his voice.... Jack didn"t even have words to 
describe what Evan's voice was like. 

Evan finished his song and looked down as the room 
exploded with applause. Jack clapped until his hands felt 
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raw, shaking off Kyle, who was trying to talk to him at the 


same time that Evan was introducing his next song. 


“When | first heard this song, | cried, because it"s so 
incredibly beautiful. It"s about wanting the person or part of 
yourself that completes you, but they"re missing. The name 
is „Come Home".” 

As Evan's voice soared through the room, Jack felt 

punched in the gut, blindsided by such intense emotion that 
tears sprang to his eyes. What the hell? He glanced over at 
Kyle and quickly rubbed them away with the back of his 
hand, then shifted in his seat. 

He wished Evan would stop singing. No, that wasn't it. 

He wished he himself wasn"t such a pathetic wuss. Hiding 
out. Pretending. He clenched his fists, disgusted with 
himself, as Evan sang on. 

Wrapped up in his internal upheaval, starting to make 

New Year"s-type resolutions in his head, Jack almost missed 
Evan"s completion of the song. The room gave him a 
standing ovation, and Jack slowly got up to join in. 

“Come on.” Kyle jostled him as he stood there thinking 
about overturning his life. “They just called us up.” 


He followed Kyle to the stage and tuned his guitar, 


checking the amp and pedals. Still shaken from Evan"s 
performance, he tried not to concentrate on the fact that he 
was right there, watching, as the band launched into its first 
number. The music soon worked its magic, and he closed his 
eyes and let go completely, feeling the joy of being swept 
away by the rhythm, the instruments, the pounding beat, 
and his own voice joining in. 
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WHEN they came to the end of the song and he opened his 
eyes, Evan was Staring at him like he"d never seen him 
before, and when he saw Jack looking, he beamed, clapping 
enthusiastically, then let out an earsplitting “Wooo!” Jack 
laughed, a warm happiness spreading through his body until 
it tingled. 

A few numbers later, Jack and the band bowed and 

then started packing up the equipment. The rest of the guys 
had left to take their stuff out to the cars, and Jack was 
picking up his guitar pedal when he heard his name and 


looked up. Evan stood at the edge of the stage. 


“So, Jackson Grady, you"ve been holding out on me.” 
Evan ran his eyes up and down Jack"s body admiringly. 
“Oh?” Jack tried to keep his voice steady, which was 
hard to do in the face of Evan"s ogling. 

“Oh, indeed. Who knew that beneath the quiet classical 
music nerd lurked a sexy rock god?” 

Jack laughed, surprised and pleased, and blurted out 
the first thing that came to his mind. 

“Well, who knew that beneath the sparkly drama guy 
lurked a marshmallow?” 

Evan actually blushed a bit, then said, “So, let me know 
the next time your band plays. I"d love to see you in action 
again.” 

“In action?” 

Evan nodded. “You have no idea what you look like 
when you perform, do you?” 

When Jack shook his head, Evan said, “Well, let"s just 


say I"ve experienced that side of you only once before, and 
it 


wasn"t at school.” 
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Jack blushed, and Evan"s smile was sly as he turned to 

go. Jack put his hand on his arm to stop him. 

“Wait.” 

Evan looked at his hand, then up at him questioningly. 

Jack flushed even more, feeling reckless and kind of liking it. 
“I think I"m supposed to be buying you a drink, right? 

To thank you for the compliment?” Jack groaned inwardly at 


the cheesiness of his line and tried to give his best sexy 
leer. 


Evan smiled slowly, his eyes darkening. He put his hand 

on top of Jack"s for a moment, and Jack shivered from the 
charge that immediately coursed through his body at his 
touch, but then Evan"s face changed, and he dropped his 
hand and took a step away. He seemed to be debating with 
himself fora moment; then he shook his head and turned to 
face Jack. 

“I"d really like to, but... I just don"t think it"s a good idea, 


for a number of reasons. Sorry. Thank you for the offer, 


though. And | do want to see you play again sometime.” 
He smiled apologetically and turned away, leaving Jack 
looking after him, red in the face and more than a little 
disappointed. 

“Little buddy?” 

He whirled around to find Kyle standing there, a strange 
expression on his face, and his stomach dropped as he 
wondered how much of his and Evan's interaction Kyle had 
witnessed. 

But all Kyle said was, “You ready to rumble?” 

They were in the car, Kyle driving them down l-66, 
before either of them spoke again. 

“Hey.” Kyle"s voice startled Jack from his brooding. 
“Hey, what?” he replied. 
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“Hey, | saw you with that Evan guy.” 

“So?” Jack felt his muscles tense. Kyle had gone to the 
same church as Jack back in Cabot, and Jack braced 


himself, ready for a sermon. 


“So, he"s gay, right?” 

“What's your point, Kyle?” Jack knew he was being 
defensive, but he was suddenly angry as hell, and if Kyle 
said anything derogatory about Evan, he"d— 

“Nothing, man. It looked like you all were having a 
pretty cozy conversation, though.” 

Hell. jack got a picture in his head of Evan singing 
“Come Home,” and he turned to face Kyle as he drove. 
“Yeah. We were. You got a problem with that?” 

Silence. Jack clenched his jaw and turned his head to 
stare out of the window at the darkness. 

“No, man.” Kyle's voice was quiet. “I don"t. Maybe other 


people do, but.... So maybe you can stop hiding with me, 
but 


it"s up to you, man. You"re cool with me either way.” 
Jack"s eyes stung, and he took a shaky breath, trying to 
get himself back together. 

More silence. Kyle took the exit that led to Jack"s 
neighborhood. 


“Thanks, man.” 


“Anytime, little buddy.” 

“HOW'S it going, Jack?” 

The question brought Jack back from his worried 

thoughts about Shelly. She'd called last night, and although 
she'd been doing better after her release from the hospital, 
she didn"t sound stable to Jack. He"d been wondering 
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whether he should call her therapist, Joanne, when Maggie"s 
voice intruded. 

They sat in the conference room waiting for the weekly 
staff meeting to begin. Several teachers had already taken 
seats around the large table, but Evan wasn"t there yet. Not 
that Jack was noticing. If he kept telling himself that, maybe 
one day it"d be true. 

He"d been more than a little surprised when Evan and 

Ren, along with Ren"s boyfriend, Steve, had shown up at his 
chamber orchestra concert last week, sitting in the back of 
the church and smiling at him. At the end of the concert, 


Ren had invited Jack to go out with them for drinks, and 


when Jack saw Evan nod in agreement, he"d wanted to kick 
himself for having already promised to drive Kyle and Jorge 
to a local sports bar to watch the Redskins game. 

He forced himself back to the present. Maggie taught 
Spanish and had made several friendly overtures to him 
since he"d been there. Appearing to be in her early thirties, 
she was pretty enough, Jack supposed; he wondered when 
she'd figure out that he had absolutely no interest in dating 
her. 

She started talking about her church, which she had 
mentioned to Jack before. 

“It has a wonderful music program; the praise band is 

so good. | sing in the choir. | know you like music—” She 
paused and gave him a smile that showed her dimples. 


“Well, duh, you teach orchestra. | really think you"d enjoy 
it.” 


Jack nodded, shifting in his chair a little. To be honest, 
he had no interest right now in finding a church, and once 
he did start looking, he wasn"t sure the one Maggie was 
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describing would be a fit. Her next words confirmed his 
impression. 

“Also, Ben, our minister, is so inspiring. He really loves 
the Bible and preaches the Word, and I think that"s so 
important these days, what with what"s happening in our 
society.” 

Ren and Evan had just walked into the room, and 

Maggie cut her eyes to them and then looked at Jack 
knowingly, as if inviting him to agree with her. 

He looked at her steadily. “Oh? What /s happening in 

our society? Enlighten me, Maggie.” 

She blushed a bit. “Oh, well, you know what I mean. We 
have a wonderful program at church that helps people like 
that, and with the power of the Lord, we've had some 
remarkable recoveries.” 

Jack felt the bile rising to his throat. 

“If you think there"s something to recover from. What if 
it"s all part of God"s plan, though?” 


She looked shocked and drew away a bit, then smiled 


uncertainly. She opened her mouth to respond, but just then 
Elaine entered the room. 

“Okay, folks. Thanks for all being here on time. Let's 

dive right in. James is going to report on the fundraising 
drive.” 

Jack sat without hearing what was being said, 

breathing quickly, his heart pounding in his ears, his face 
warm. He kept glancing across the table at Evan and Ren, 
who lounged in their chairs, listening intently, smiling at 
times when someone made a joke. They looked comfortable 
in their own skin. Evan caught him looking and raised his 
eyebrow at him with a small smirk, then returned his 
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attention to James. On Evan's other side, Julie leaned over 
and whispered something to him that made him laugh a bit. 
As he looked at Ren, Evan, and Julie, sitting shoulder to 
shoulder across from him, Jack felt a yearning so fierce that 
it brought tears to his eyes. God, what the hell is wrong with 


me? I must be cracking up. He got up abruptly, murmuring 


“Be right back,” and escaped the room. 
Shooting down the hall to the men"s room, he walked in, 


grabbed some paper towels, and wiped his eyes, then 
stared 


at himself in the mirror. No revelation came. He splashed his 
face at the sink, dried off, and walked slowly back to the 
conference room. He noticed Ren and Evan studying him as 
he sat back down while Maggie scooted over to make room. 
“Are you Okay?” she whispered, leaning close with a 
concerned expression. 

“Yeah,” he muttered back and moved his chair a fraction 
away from hers. 

Hearing Evan"s voice, he focused in on the meeting 

again. 

“The students have totally planned this themselves. | 

had nothing to do with it, but | support it. Obviously.” 

“Well, | think it"s a terrible idea,” spat Michelle. “It'll 

bring unwanted publicity to our school, and | know it"s going 
to upset some of the trustees. Also, I"ve talked to a number 


of parents who've told me that they"re against it and they 


aren't letting their kids participate. You"re just going to get 
people riled up, and there go our donations, which James 
just spent the last twenty minutes talking about.” 
Lawrence spoke up, saying to Elaine, “Is this even 

allowed, under school rules? Isn"t it true that the school 
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can"t appear to support any particular political group or 
controversial or radical movement?” 

“This isn"t about politics or some radical movement, 
Lawrence,” Julie put in, looking angry. “Our students aren"t 
radicals, the last time | checked. They want to do the rally 
because they"re interested in basic human rights.” 
Lawrence sniffed. “What? The right to put on a play of 
questionable merit and even more questionable moral 
standards? The right to expose our students and families to 
content that some of us find inappropriate and offensive?” 
Elaine said thoughtfully, “Well, there /s a constitutional 
right to free speech, as | recall.” 


“I knew you'd take their side,” muttered Michelle. “Just 


like before.” 

Silence followed this remark, and it seemed to Jack like 

a wave of tension passed through the group. Maggie tsked 
softly beside him. He saw a number of the teachers look at 
Evan and then away again, while Evan himself sat calmly, 
keeping his eyes on Elaine. Ren, on the other hand, looked 
angry for the first time that Jack could recall. He leaned 
forward like he was about to say something, but Elaine beat 
him to it. 

Her voice was Steel. “I trust and support all of my 
teachers. All. And anyone who is questioning my judgment 
can either bring it up with me directly or no longer work 
here.” She stopped and looked around. Nobody spoke. 
“Right. I"m going to end this discussion regarding the 

rally that a group of students have decided to organize, 
outside of school hours, to address basic human rights 
issues. | applaud them for their initiative and sense of civic 
responsibility. If any of the staff choose to help them with 
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this project on their own time, outside of school hours and 
off of the school campus, it is not against the rules, and I"m 
not going to stop it. Anything else about this, or shall we 
move on?” 

At the end of the staff meeting, Jack sat in his seat and 
watched a small group gather around Evan, Ren, and Julie. 
He wasn't surprised to see Rodney and Amanda join them, 


but there were several new faces in the group. They 
huddled 


together, whispering, and Ren looked up and caught Jack 
staring. He raised his eyebrows at Jack and jerked his head 
in a come-here movement. 

Maggie hung around looking like she hoped to talk to 

him some more, and when he saw Lawrence heading their 
way, Jack stood up abruptly, brushed past both of them, 
murmuring “Excuse me,” and made a beeline for the rally 
group, no longer caring what anyone thought or how it 
looked. 

As he approached the group, Ren gave him a welcoming 


glance. Evan talked in low tones, everyone else leaning in to 


listen, and Jack stepped up to the edge of the circle, Julie 
moving over to make room for him. When Evan finally saw 
him, he stopped in midsentence, then started up again after 
staring at him for a moment. 

“So what we should do is get together later tonight, off 
campus.” The group laughed, and Amanda put in, “Off 
Campus is our life.” 

“How about seven thirty at Amphora?” asked Rodney 


amid nods of agreement. As the circle broke up, Evan 
walked 


over to Jack, but instead of welcoming him, he looked 
serious. 

“What are you doing here, Jack?” he asked. 
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Jack paused, unsure of how to respond, wondering why 
Evan was being so somber. 

“Um, volunteering to work on the rally? That"s what 
you"re meeting about, right?” Shoot. Why did he always 


sound so uncertain around Evan? 


Evan looked around. Several teachers were still in the 
room, talking, and Lawrence stood looking at them with a 
beady eye. 

Evan murmured, “Meet me in the auditorium in five,” 

then strode away without another glance. 

As Jack reached for his messenger bag, Lawrence 

walked over, staring after Evan disapprovingly. 

“You know, | don"t think being associated with that rally 
would be a good idea,” he said with a frown. “That Roderick 
seems to have a knack for causing controversy. It might not 
look good for you to be involved in something like this so 
early in your teaching career.” 

Stifling his urge to choke Lawrence, Jack said, “Well, | 

think the rally is a great idea, actually, and I"m proud that 
the kids care enough about human rights to put it together.” 
Jack watched the flush rise in Lawrence's plump cheeks 

as his nostrils flared, then turned to go without another 
word. 

He walked down the deserted hall to the auditorium, his 


heart beating quickly. He felt exhilarated and alive, reckless, 


like he"d felt at Jammin" Java when he'd invited Evan for a 
drink. 

He opened the door and peered in. Evan was sitting ina 
seat halfway down, looking at the empty stage, and didn"t 
appear to hear him. Jack walked down the aisle and stopped 
next to him. 
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“Hey.” 

Evan started. “Oh, there you are.” He moved over a seat. 
“Sit down. We need to talk.” 

Jack sat down next to him, intrigued, his body getting 
turned on the way it did whenever it was close to Evan's. 
Evan looked calm but tired, with circles under his eyes, and 
Jack wondered if he"d been having trouble sleeping. 

“I"m concerned about you working on the rally.” 

“Why?” 

“I... just don"t think it would be a good idea. | don"t 

think you should do it.” 


Jack tensed up. Okay, so Evan didn"t want him around. 


He probably was worried that Jack would be hitting on him, 


and he'd already made it clear he wasn't interested. But 
why 


did he have to make everything about him, damn it? Fuck 
that. He sucked in his breath, suddenly more determined 
than ever to work on the rally. 

“Well, thanks for your concern, | guess, but I"ve made 


up my mind, and I"m going to work on it. You know, we 
don"t 


have to talk to each other or anything, if that"s what"s 
bothering you.” 

Shit, that made him sound like a third grader. He could 
actually feel his bottom lip beginning to stick out. 

“What?” Evan looked puzzled. “No, no, that"s not— Shit, 
Jack. It"s not that | don"t want you around, for God"s sake. | 
love that you want to work on it! | just—” 

Evan actually looked around before turning back to 

Jack and saying quietly, “I thought you were in the closet. | 
mean, as far as school"s concerned. | don"t want you to do 
anything that would be damaging—” 
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“I"m fine!” Okay, he was getting pretty loud, but Jack felt 
like punching Evan for being all protective when he didn"t 
need it or want it. “ You’re out, and it hasn"t done you any 
harm!” 

Evan looked away. Jack waited, suddenly fearful of what 
Evan might be about to say. 

“That's not actually true.” Evan looked like he was 
debating with himself, then turned more fully to Jack and 
met his eyes. 

“I"m only still here because Elaine went to bat for me, 
and continues to. Believe me when | say there are several 
members of the board and some teachers who would love 
nothing more than for me to be fired or to resign.” 
“Why?” His voice came out hoarse, and Jack cleared his 
throat, then swallowed. 

“It"s a long, complicated story, but the bottom line is 
that I"m gay, I"ve never hidden that fact, and people are 


scared. Some people. | was falsely accused a few years ago 
of 


seducing a male student.” 

Jack got a sharp pain in the pit of his stomach as the 

fear rose in the back of his throat. 

Evan was watching him closely. “Yeah. The boy actually 

had developed a crush on me. He was a drama student, and 


| should have realized sooner that he was getting hung up 
on 


me. He started writing love notes to me, but he didn't even 
give them to me—he left them in his room, and his father 
found them. Well, the shit hit the fan. This guy was a 
prominent member of the PTO and a real asshole, and he 
was out for my blood.” 

“Wow.” Jack shook his head slowly. “That must have 

been shitty for you, man.” 
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“Yeah.” Evan smiled grimly. “I was able to prove that 
there was no truth to the accusations, but it was a real 
shitstorm there for a while.” 


“But... you always seem so happy and, like, positive. 


The kids love you. How do you do it?” 
Evan lifted his head and stared at the stage, looking to 
Jack like a fierce and majestic lion. “I don"t let anyone tell 


me who or what | should be. | have nothing to apologize 
for.” 


Then he looked over at Jack, and his face softened. “Just 
know what you may be letting yourself in for if you"re open 
about being gay here.” 

| love you. Holy shit, Jack was not about to say that, but 


he couldn't help thinking it as he gazed into Evan's eyes. 
He 


struggled to say something coherent while his heart beat 
wildly. 

“I... I"ve been getting that vibe, | mean about the 
homophobia, but then, there"s you and Ren, and you guys 
are just So... SO open and, | don"t know, like, free. And, and | 
moved here to do that. | mean, to be able to be myself, you 
know?” 

Jack knew he was being awkward and stumbling all 

over his words, but he relaxed when he saw how warmly 


Evan was gazing at him. He felt even better when Evan 


gripped his hand for a second, then let go, the color rising in 
his cheeks as he leaned closer. 

“Yes, | do know. I"ve been in your shoes. | apologize, 
actually, for thinking you needed protection. That was 
arrogant of me. I"ve underestimated you once again. Um, | 
need to stop doing that.” 

They stared at each other, both seemingly at a loss for 
words, as the energy between them began to hum. 
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The door banged open, and they jumped and turned 
around. Ren stuck his head in. 

“Oh, there you are! Hey, Jack, glad you"re going to be 
joining us tonight. Are you ready, Evan? I"ve got to pick up 
Steve at work, so if you still want a ride, we need to get 
going.” 

“Sure, I"ll be there in a sec.” Evan turned back to Jack. 

“I"m glad you'll be working with us. The orchestra kids want 
to do some numbers from the play, and you'd be perfect to 


work with them on that. And whatever else.” 


“I"m happy to do that. I"m really excited about this.” 
Evan's eyes sparkled, and he seemed to have regained 


his usual joyful energy. “All righty, then! Let"s get out of 
here 


SO we Can all get to Amphora in a few hours. With traffic, it" ll 
probably take us that long just to get there. You need a ride 
or anything?” 

“Naw, I"m good. Catch ya later, man.” 

Jack swallowed over the lump in his throat and bit his 

lip to hide the grin that was threatening to spread over his 
face as he got up and stood in the aisle to let Evan pass in 
front of him. Evan shook his head. 

“After you,” he said with a courtly gesture, and as Jack 
started walking, he heard him whisper loudly, “It"s a much 
better view from here.” 

He laughed, looking around at Evan, then walked up 

the aisle with a spring in his step. He couldn"t wait for 
tonight. 

THE next morning, Jack rolled over in bed and glanced at 


the clock, then groaned. It was 7:10 a.m., much too early to 
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get up, but he was wide awake despite the rally meeting at 
Amphora having ended with them all going to a nearby bar 
for drinks and karaoke and him not getting home until one 
in the morning. 

He lay staring up at the ceiling, letting memories of 

being with Evan all evening play out: Evan smiling down at 
him, walking next to him, putting a hand on his back or 
shoulder. Evan, face intent, leaning over his dinner plate to 
make a point, then falling back against the booth to laugh 
loudly at something someone said. Evan singing “Don"t Stop 
Believing” with the karaoke machine at the top of his lungs, 
stopping the whole bar in its tracks with the power of his 
voice. Evan drinking vodka tonics and getting sillier and 
sillier as the evening progressed. Jack smiled. 

He pulled himself out of bed and padded into the 


kitchen to put the coffeepot on. As he stretched and 
yawned, 


he remembered something else from last night, a 


conversation that had him excited. It had been at the end of 
the night, as people were gathering their things: 

Evan came over to him and stood there, swaying slightly, 
Jack putting out a hand to steady him. 

“We need to talk,” Evan said, smiling down at his hand 

and then into his eyes. 

Jack waited, and when Evan just stood there smiling 
goofily, he prompted, “About?” 

“Huh?” said Evan. “Oh! About the orchestra trip. You 

know that I’m bringing the choral groups too, right?” 

“To the Little Rock competition?” 

Evan nodded, and Jack felt a thrill of anticipation. It 

hadn’t occurred to him that the choral groups might be 
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participating in the same nationwide competition that the 
school orchestra was slated for. So that meant Evan and his 
kids would be— 

“So are you going to be traveling with us?” 


Evan smiled a bit evilly and put his hand over Jack’s. 


“Yeah. What d’you think about that?” His words were slightly 
slurred, and Jack laughed. 

“I think you’re drunk. Oh, about the trip? I think I’m glad 
about that.” 

Evan widened his eyes and looked like a pleased little 

kid. “Really?” He tightened his hand on Jack’s. 

“Really.” God, he wanted to kiss Evan so badly he could 
taste it. Julie picked that moment to walk over and put her 
arms around both of them. 

“Cozy, cozy, guys! Glad to see you getting along so well 


over here! Sorry to break this up, but Evan, I’ve been 
assigned 


your designated driver tonight, and your chariot awaits 
you.” 


She smiled apologetically. 
Evan put his head on her shoulder, and she laughed, but 


he kept hold of Jack’s hand and stared dreamily at him. 
“Isn't 


he cute, Jules? | think he’s real cute.” 
“I think so too, but I think it’s time | take you home before 


you embarrass the poor man.” 


“I’m not embarrassed. I’m flattered. | think you’re cute 
too—can | say that? Or is that against school rules?” Jack 
was having fun flirting for once. 

Evan looked around with exaggeratedly shifty eyes and 
whispered loudly, “It’s okay. We're off campus !” 

Julie pulled Evan over so that he was leaning against 

her. “Okay, silly man, time to call it a night.” 
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Jack poured his coffee and chuckled, remembering 

Evan walking away, looking back every few feet to say 
“Shhh!” The phone rang, and he saw it was his mom. 
“Hey, Mom.” 

“How are you, honey?” 

Jack picked up his cup and walked back into the living 
room, sitting down on the sofa with his feet propped against 
the coffee table. 

“I"m great. Lots of good things are happening.” 

“Oh, really? I"m so glad. Anything you care to tell me 


about?” 


He smiled. His mom was so tactful sometimes. She tried 

to stay out of his business, and he appreciated it. 

He told her about the chamber orchestra, about his 

band playing at Jammin" Java, and about the school 
orchestra"s upcoming trip. He knew he was steering clear of 
the rally and Evan, the things that were really making his 
heart sing, but he didn"t feel ready to talk about any of that. 
Meanwhile, his mom was squealing, “Little Rock! Oh, 


Jack, I"m so glad you"ll be home. Here | was thinking I"d 
have 


to wait until Christmas. Mid-November? That"s only a month 
away! Will you be able to stay with us, do you think? Or do 
you have to stay where the kids are staying?” 

Jack thought rapidly, as Evan pressing his hand and 

saying “Really?” came into his mind. 

“Well, I"m afraid I"ll have to stay at the hotel with the 

kids, Mom. But we'll get together, for sure.” There was a 
pause; then Jack asked, “How's Shelly? She didn"t sound so 
good when | talked to her the other day.” 


“I know, honey. Joanne is tweaking her medication. She 


was doing so well when she got out of the hospital this time, 
Electricity Sparks Inside of Me | QJ Elliott 

53 

but, well, fall and winter are always hard for her, the 
holidays especially. It means a lot to her to talk to you, 
though.” 

Jack gripped the phone tighter, as if he could hold on to 

his sister"s sanity through sheer willpower. “Tell her I"m 
coming and to hold on and to do whatever Joanne says.” 
His mom's laugh sounded wistful. “Of course. You tell 

her too. She listens to you as much as she does me or your 
dad, you know.” 

“Yeah. Yeah.” Jack closed his eyes and rubbed his 

forehead; he was beginning to get a headache. He noticed a 
call coming through and told his mom he'd speak to her 
later. 

“Hello?” 

“Jack?” The voice could only belong to Evan, it was that 
musical. 


“Hey.” Jack sat up, his cheeks flushing and his 


headache forgotten. “How's the party boy today?” 

He heard a rueful chuckle. “Um, not partying very much 
right now. Why'd you let me drink all those vodka tonics last 
night?” 

“Me? | didn't know I had any say in the matter.” Jack 

lay back down on the sofa and stretched out, ready to enjoy 


the novel experience of chatting with Evan at eight a.m. on 
a 


Saturday. “And if you"re hung over, how come you"re up so 
early?” 

“I don"t know. | couldn"t sleep. | just thought Id call to 
see how you are today.” 

Jack felt warm all over and smiled into the phone. “I"m 
good. Even better now that I"m hearing your voice.” He 
gulped. Evan seemed to inspire a boldness in him. 
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“Really?” There it was again, that childlike wonder that 
Jack found charming but also weird. Didn"t the man know 


how attractive he was? 


“Believe it. So, did you call for any particular reason?” 

“Oh. Um, not really. Should | make one up?” 

Jack laughed and Evan continued. 

“How about that we need to talk about the logistics for 

the competition trip? That"s a good reason. Or we need to 
talk about the rally and what you think the orchestra will be 
able to do with only two weeks to rehearse. See? There"s 
plenty of reasons for me to call you.” 

“True, true.” Damn, he was getting hard just listening to 


Evan's voice. Trying not to concentrate on his growing 
boner, 


Jack continued, “So what | can say about the orchestra is 
that the bulk of the musicians will be the ones in the band 
for Rent anyway, and anyone else who volunteers I"Il make 
sure gets up to speed with the songs.” 

“Excellent. | like a confident orchestra teacher. That's a 
good quality.” 

Evan's voice was soft and seductive, or so it seemed to 
Jack"s fevered brain. His dick grew almost painfully hard, 


and he resisted the urge to stick his hand down his pants. 


Why was he even thinking about that? 

“Jack?” 

“Yeah. Sorry, did you say something, | mean, after the 
confident orchestra teacher bit?” 

Evan chuckled softly. “Am | distracting you, Mr. Grady?” 
“Ummm, just a bit.” Fuck it. Jack let his hand stray 
toward the waistband on his sweatpants. 

“Oh, don"t say ,Ummm(" like that. You"ll get me all turned 
on.” 
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“Well, you've already gotten me harder than a rock, 
So....” Oops. What the hell had he just said? 

“God, Jack, you"re killing me over here,” Evan said, a 
small hitch in his voice. 

Jack reached in to grab his cock. 

“Ummm. Is that a problem?” Jack heard his voice come 
out low, with plenty of Southern drawl. 

“Um, Jack.” 


“Amm?” 


“What are you doing? Are you touching yourself?” 

Evan"s voice sounded a bit breathless. 

Jack breathed out and started to stroke himself slowly. 
“Yeah.” He heard a sharp intake of breath on the other 
end of the phone. “What about you?” 

“Uh, hold on.” Jack heard rustling and then the sound 

of a zipper, and he squirmed, imagining Evan's hand circling 
his large cock. “Yeah.” 

The visual Jack got of Evan with his hand on his cock 
made him groan a bit. “I wish | was there to see that,” he 
said. 

“God, honey, | wish you were too. Do you know you"re 


the single sexiest thing I"ve ever seen? Do you know what 
I"d 


do to you with this cock if | had the chance?” 

“Shit,” groaned Jack as he increased the speed of his 
strokes. “Tell me.” 

“Well”—Evan"s voice was soft and sexy—“I wouldn"t start 
with my cock. I"d kiss you first. Yeah, and then I"d kiss your 


mouth some more because your bottom lip drives me 
fucking 


insane every time | look at you. Then I"d unbutton your shirt 
and get my hands on that body. I"d suck some marks into 
your chest while | grabbed your cock through your pants.” 
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A sound escaped from Jack's lips as he buried himself 
more deeply into the sofa and lifted his hips to adjust the 
angle of his moving hand. He watched the head of his cock 
moving in and out of his fist as he listened to Evan's soft 
stream of words. 

“Then what?” he kind of gasped out, and Evan 

chuckled. 

“Well, you"d be grinding up into my hand and I"d be 
sucking your nipple, and then I"d unzip you and reach in 
and get my hand around your pretty cock.” 

Jack was right there in the scene and started talking 
without even noticing. “Yeah, and I"d be unzipping you and 
getting my hand on your huge dick.” 

“You would?” whispered Evan, his breathing becoming 


uneven. 


“Oh yeah,” Jack whispered back, “and I"d stroke it with 

my hand, but it would be too big for one, so I"d get my other 
hand on it, and it would be so hard and hot and leaking that 
| wouldn"t be able to stop myself, and I"d lean over and take 
it into my mouth.” 

Evan moaned. “Jesus. God, your lips on my—” And he 

broke off with a strangled sound. 

“Yeah,” gasped Jack, pumping his cock, “I"d have my 


mouth on you, I"d be sucking you in, but you"re so big I"d 
be 


using one of my hands too. I"d push you down on the bed 
and go down on you till you begged—” 

“I"m gonna—oh shit, Jack—” 

“I"d be holding you down, sucking you off and playing 

with your balls, kissing you all up and down your cock while 
you begged and begged. Then I"d take you all the way in 
and—” 
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“Fuuuuck!” Evan cried out, and Jack could tell he was 


coming, and that sent him over the edge, groaning, as come 
spurted over his fist. 

Jack lay panting and listening to Evan"s heavy 

breathing gradually slow. For some reason he didn"t freak 
out at what had just happened, although if someone had 


told him yesterday morning that this morning he'd be 
having 


phone sex with Evan Roderick, he would have laughed. 
“Wow.” Evan"s voice was small. “Jack? What just 

happened, and are you real?” 

Jack chuckled. “We had phone sex, Evan, and yes, I"m 
real.” More real than I’ve been in a long time, he realized. 
“You know, Jack Grady, you are one hot motherfucker. 

You know that, don"t you? You come across as this innocent 
little orchestra nerd, but holy shit!” 

“Uh, if you say so, but | think you kind of inspire me, 
because I"ve never known anyone as sexy as you, Evan.” 
“Oh, God, what are you doing to me? | had a bunch of 

stuff to get done this weekend, and you"ve gone and gotten 


me all distracted. | mean, | didn"t even get to tell you the 
part 


where I"m fucking you senseless.” 

“Stop or you"re gonna get me going again.” Jack smiled 
into the phone, wiping his hand on his sweatpants. “So, 
what did you call me about, again?” 

“Fuck you!” Jack heard the smile in Evan's voice despite 
his words. “I think I"m going to get off the phone and clean 
up. Um... can I just say that | really like you? | mean, 
beyond the fact that our bodies are insanely hot for each 


other. And |I"m—uh, well, I"m glad we're doing that music 
trip 


together.” 
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“Yeah, you can say that. | like you too, and uh, you"re 
amazing and....” Jack suddenly felt at a loss for words, 
feeling a fresh sense of unreality that he"d just had phone 
sex with Evan. 

“Thanks. Well... | guess | better go now. But... uh, we 
should, you know....” Evan sounded as befuddled as Jack 


felt. 


“Yeah. Um, sometime we really should....” Jack stopped, 
not even sure what they were talking about anymore. Have 
sex? Go out? 

“Yeah. Shit, my entire weekend is booked up, uh... but 
soon, maybe we can... um, it"s pretty crazy until after the 
rally, but after that?” 

“Yeah, man. After that sounds good.” 

They kept lingering, saying a few words, neither of them 
wanting to get off the phone. When they finally hung up, 
Jack lay there staring up at the ceiling, warm and happy. 
JACK looked around the park, appreciating the crisp fall day, 
the turning leaves, and the lack of humidity after the 
sweltering summer. A crowd of students, families, and 
representatives from PFLAG and the LGBT community were 
gathered with banners and signs. They were going to have 


speeches here, along with the songs from Rent played by 
the 


orchestra and sung by Evan's choral students, and then 
march through the streets to the community center. 


Local press had been alerted, and Jack saw a reporter 


with a microphone, and a cameraman. He loitered in the 
back of the crowd, not wanting to call attention to himself if 
he didn"t have to. Evan, though, had no such qualms. He 
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sported eyeliner and a glittery jacket over skintight pants, 
his hair swept up in a pompadour style, capturing glances 
from all sides as he ran around making sure everything was 
set. 

Jack felt a surge of desire as he looked at Evan. The last 
few weeks since their early-morning phone sex session had 
been interesting. Neither one of them mentioned it again, 
and they barely talked to each other in school, although 
their glances held a lot of meaning. During the rally 
meetings, they sat together most of the time, legs pressing 
against each other in the booth. Jack thought he"d die of 


perpetual hard-on syndrome before he and Evan ever 
moved 


forward with whatever this relationship was. 


He directed his attention at the stage. A student, Bree, 


was welcoming the crowd, spunky and vibrant with her 
flame-colored hair and husky voice, and Jack recalled that 


she was one of the group of students fiercely devoted to 
Evan 


that followed him around and worked on every play and 
choral production. The students organizing the rally had 


decided that they would run the whole day, and the 
teachers 


were staying in the background. Bree finished speaking and 
introduced a person from Rainbow Families DC, a local 
LGBT support group. 

As Jack gazed over to where the orchestra was sitting, 


making sure everyone had gotten there, he felt a hand on 
his 


arm and turned. Evan looked even more outrageous up 
close. Although Jack would never dress like that, he liked it 
on Evan. 

“Hey.” 

“gj” 
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Maybe having phone sex took away one's power of 

speech, thought Jack. He could tell that Evan was looking at 
him hungrily, though, and he looked right back at him like 
he was a meal after a month without food. 

“I"m not going to hang around you very much today, but 

| didn"t want you to get the wrong idea,” Evan finally said. 
“Oh. Okay,” Jack said, confused about what Evan 

meant. 

“Yeah, there"s media here. Actually more than I thought 
would be, at least two TV stations and someone from the 
Washington Post, if you can believe that. It"s probably better 
for now that you"re not caught on tape hanging around with 
the big old gay drama teacher.” 

Angry now, Jack spat out, “If you say so,” then closed 

his mouth. Why did Evan have to refer to himself that way? 
“Aw, don"t get mad. Am I putting my foot in my mouth 
again? | can"t seem to stop wanting to protect you.” Evan"s 
face was soft, and Jack melted. 

“Jesus,” he muttered. “Stop being so wonderful, or | 


might have to kiss you right here.” 


Evan lit up, threw his head back, and laughed loudly. 
“God, if | weren't worried it"d freak you out, I"d say | think 
you"re adorable.” 

As Jack"s heart went into overdrive, Evan glanced 

around. “Well, shit, this isn"t helping with the „Keep Jack 


Grady to a low profile" campaign, so I"m going to tear 
myself 


away from your hot, cute self right now. Later?” 

“Later,” agreed Jack, although he wasn"t even sure what 
he was agreeing to. He watched Evan go, heart still beating 
fast, biting his lip, then started as someone else touched his 
shoulder. He turned to find Ren beaming at him. 
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“I think it"s probably a good time for you to get with the 
orchestra. The songs are due in about ten minutes.” 

Ren didn"t say anything else, but his eyes gleamed, and 
Jack once again got the sense that Ren was in the know on 


everything, from the sexy dance at the club to the phone 
Sex. 


He was Evan's best friend, after all. 


“Thanks, man.” 

Jack walked over to where the orchestra was gathered, 
trying not to look around for Evan. The TV cameraman 
positioned himself at one side of the small stage, and Jack"s 
warning voice kicked in. Evan’s right. Working on the rally is 
one thing, but being seen with gay groups on TV? Not smart. 


Truth was, he was getting pretty tired of the voice"s 
incessant 


mutterings. 

He smiled at the kids. “Okay, is everyone ready? You all 
have your music? Remember, we're going to do “Seasons of 
Love” first and then “I"Il Cover You”. Anyone have any 
questions or anything you need? I"Il be watching for Mr. 


Roderick"s cue, he"s going to have his singers take the 
stage, 


so you all watch me for the downbeat.” 

Five minutes later, Jack saw Evan walk toward the 

stage, accompanied by his choral students. Evan stopped 
and stood on the grass as they took the stage, and Jack 
realized that he was going to conduct them from there. One 


of the students went to the microphone to introduce the first 


song, then rejoined the group. Jack kept his eyes on Evan, 
holding the orchestra"s attention with his outstretched 
hands, and when Evan looked at him and nodded, he gave 
the cue and they launched into “Seasons of Love”. 

The orchestra and singers blended together pretty well, 
with just a few sour notes, and Jack couldn"t help but be 
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moved by the passion on the kids" faces. At the end of the 
songs, he gazed back out at the crowd; it had grown 
substantially since the rally had begun. He had the kids take 
a bow, Evan doing the same with the chorus, and they 
looked at each other across the park and smiled. 

After more speeches by local gay advocate groups, 

people started to assemble for the march. Evan took his 


place at the front between two sets of banners, Ren and 
Julie 


at his side. Jack noticed the still and TV cameras already 
trained on them. He hesitated. 


As his warning voice kicked in, telling him not to risk 


being seen, Jack realized that he"d already decided, his 
body 


already moving, as he made his way through the crowd and 
came up behind where Evan was standing. He put a hand on 
his arm, and Evan turned; his eyes widened, then grew 
warm. 

“May | join you?” Jack said. 

“Yes.” Evan drew Jack beside him and gave him a one- 
armed hug, and Jack put both arms around him and turned 
his face into his shoulder, Evan laughing kind of 
breathlessly before breaking away. 

Ren and Julie grinned over at him. “Welcome to the 

dark side,” Julie quipped. 

Nothing more was said, because the march had begun 

and they walked slowly, beginning to chant and clap their 
hands. The sky was blue, the air was crisp, the leaves red 
and gold, and Jack felt like this was the moment his life had 
been moving toward ever since he was twelve years old and 
realized he wasn't like the other boys. 
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He lifted his chin and squared his shoulders, and Evan 
looked over and winked as yet another Rent song blared out 
of speakers mounted on the back of a truck: 

There's only now, there's only here, 

Give in to love, or live in fear. 

JULIE hugged him tightly as they stood in the parking lot in 
front of the community center. 

“So glad you joined us, Jack,” she said, then bopped 

him on the shoulder and walked off. 

Jack shivered a bit and pulled his coat around him as 

the sun dropped lower behind the trees. His feet hurt a bit 
and his muscles ached from the long walk, but he felt 
content, almost serene. 

Evan stood a few feet away, surrounded by his students 
and their parents, along with a few of the gay rights 
representatives, all talking excitedly. A reporter hovered, 
waiting to interview him, and looked around when more 
students crowded around him. Jack saw her notice him and 


start walking over. He wasn"t sure if she was local or 


national press, but something had him stand there and wait. 
“Hi there. I"m Suzy Gillham from the Washington Post. | 
wonder if | could interview you.” Her smile was bright and 
practiced, and her hand clutched her notepad. “It would be 
for the Style section, or maybe even the Metro section.” 
“Sure.” 
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“Oh, thanks. First, what"s your name and your 

connection to this rally today?” She opened her notebook 
and hovered the pen over it expectantly. 

“Jack Grady. | teach orchestra at Madison School.” 

“Oh, that's right, you were conducting the band today. 

So you"re a teacher there?” 

“That's right.” Jack caught a glimpse of Evan out of the 
corner of his eye, looking over at them with a concerned 
expression. 

“Well, I"ve heard that there is something of a controversy 
about the school sponsoring this rally today, that some 


teachers and parents were against it.” 


“Well, first off, the school didn"t sponsor this rally. This 

is something that a group of students put together on their 
own time, outside of school hours and off campus. Some of 
us teachers decided to support them in it.” 

Evan had walked over by this time. He paused behind 

the reporter, listening. 

“So it"s not an official school stance? But what about the 
parents who feel that this sort of activity is immoral or worry 
about their children getting involved?” 

“If by „this sort of activity", you mean having a rally that 


Supports basic human freedoms, which includes the 
freedom 


to express yourself in the lifestyle of your choice as long as 


that doesn"t harm others, then I don"t see the problem in 
it.” 


Suzy shifted a bit, chewing on the end of her pen, gazing 
at him like she was trying to figure him out. 

“I see. Are you worried that there will be some fallout for 
you and other teachers participating today? After all, a few 
years ago there was a scandal involving an openly gay 


Electricity Sparks Inside of Me | QJ Elliott 


65 

teacher at your school and accusations that he seduced a 
male student.” 

Evan"s face changed behind her, and Jack felt a quick 

flash of rage. 

“That teacher was exonerated of all charges and 

continues to teach at the school, as you know. He's one of 
the best teachers the school has and has never been afraid 
to stand up for human rights, be they gay rights, or... or....” 
Jack"s newfound eloquence started to run down as his 
warning voice kicked in with a vengeance: What are you 
doing? Stop talking. He ignored it, and his next words left his 
mouth before he realized what they were going to be. 

“And as a gay man myself, | appreciate his taking the 


stand for everyone to have the freedom to be who they 
are.” 


Evan walked up and tapped the reporter on her 
shoulder. 
“Did you have some questions for me? I"m Evan 


Roderick, and I"d be happy to answer whatever you"d like to 


ask.” 
Jack stood there as the reporter brightened and started 
firing questions at Evan, who answered them smoothly. He 


felt numb; he couldn"t quite believe what he'd just done, 
but 


he decided he didn't regret it. 
He turned, not sure what to do with himself, and Evan 


called out to him over the reporter's head. “Hey, wait for 
me, 


all right? I"Il be done in a minute.” 

The crowd had thinned out, and there were just a few 
students standing around when Evan gripped his elbow and 
propelled him toward the parking lot. He dropped his hand 
but walked so near to Jack that he could feel the energy 
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between them. It was getting dark, and the community 
center lot was almost empty. 

Jack followed Evan to his car, waiting as Evan unlocked 
the passenger door for him and opened it, then climbed in. 


He sat somewhat nervously as Evan walked around to the 


other side, pulled open the door, and got in. 

Evan slammed shut the door and just stared at him for 

a moment, then put his hand over Jack"s, looking amused 
but still somewhat concerned. 

“So, how's it feel to have just outed yourself to the 
Washington Post?” 

“I don't care. It"s who | am. I"m not going to hide it any 
longer.” 

Evan said slowly, “I"m proud of you. But have you 


considered what this actually means? You"re no longer 
going 


to ,,pass" with the straight homophobes, and there's a lot of 
them. You"ll have people being shitty to you or shunning 
you, or worse, trying to „save" you, just because of the 
sexuality that you were born with. Your family may find out 
or be told by someone; after all, the Washington Post is 
nationally distributed.” 

Jack stared into Evan's eyes. “I... yeah, | don"t know 

how it"s all gonna be, but | can"t keep hiding it.” 


“Are you ashamed of it?” Evan looked at him intently. 


Jack opened his mouth to deny any shame, then closed 

it as pictures raced through his mind of being a young teen 
in his church, learning that homosexuality was a sin and 
praying and praying for God to relieve him of this affliction. 
“Sometimes,” he said quietly. “Which is probably why | 
haven't come out until now. But | know that it"s bullshit to 
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be ashamed of who | am, who God made me to be. | don't 
know what else to Say.” 

Evan squeezed his hand and leaned over to brush his 

lips on Jack"s temple. 

“I"m proud of you. It takes courage. I"ve been out for 
almost ten years, and | still get caught in that shame thing 
every once in a while.” 

“Like when you call yourself „big old gay"?” Jack asked 
without thinking. 

“What?” 

“It"s something you've said about yourself a few times, 


and it"s weird to me. The first time outside the school when 


you said | shouldn't worry that you were a „big old gay 
predator" or something, and then today when you said ,,big 
old gay drama teacher".” 

Evan stared at him, a crease between his eyebrows. 

“I... wow, | said that? I"m not even aware of that, but 

now that you mention it, umm, yeah. | guess, | am big, | 
mean, physically, and | used to be so uncomfortable about 
my body. I"m always towering over people, and I"m very out 
there in general, so | guess | feel like the „big old gay" 
whatever. But hearing it said back to me, it"s like, wow.” 
Jack stroked his thumb along the back of Evan"s hand. 

“I like that you"re big. Oh, man, that sounds....” 

Evan laughed. 

“You are big, though. Like larger than life, and it"s good. 
It"s amazing. There's nothing wrong with it, but | can see 
how you might think that you"re too much for people 
sometimes.” 

Evan leaned forward eagerly. “But that's just it. | feel 

like I"m too much. | overwhelm people. I"m this big glittery 
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gay man, and that"s just who | am, but people sometimes 
can't handle it.” 

“Their loss, man, because you? You"re amazing.” 

Jack felt almost blinded by the brightness of Evan"s 

smile, and there it was, that giddy little kid part of Evan that 
he had come to love. 

“Thank you! And wow, thank you for saying that, "cause 

| never would've noticed it if you hadn"t said something.” 
“You"re welcome.” 

They sat in the dark car, illuminated only by the 

parking lot lights, holding hands, smiling at each other. 

Jack tightened his grip on Evan"s hand and leaned over. 
“It"s my turn to ask you if | can kiss you.” 

He saw a flash of something almost like fear in Evan"s 

eyes, but no, that couldn"t be. Why would Evan be scared of 
him? 

“Yes,” Evan all but whispered. 

Jack said nothing more, just slid over and put his arms 


around Evan's neck, feeling the electric jolt when their lips 


finally touched, his whole body catching fire at the feeling of 
Evan"s mouth on his, warm and possessive. They kissed 
softly, almost tenderly, once, twice.... Then Jack felt Evan"s 
tongue invade his mouth; he opened up, and they were like 
starving men, kissing frantically, urgently. 

Evan finally pulled back with a gasp. “Jack. |, God, | 

want to take you home so bad.” 

“Well,” Jack said hoarsely, “what are you waiting for?” 

He ran his hand up Evan's thigh, admiring the impressive 
erection that was clearly outlined through his tight pants. 

“I don"t know? This feels... different to me. You"re not 

just a pickup, like you would have been that night at the 
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club. And | don"t want you to be. Plus, we work together, 
and 


you just came out like a minute ago. | never in a million 
years thought I"d be saying this, but can we take it slow?” 
“God, Evan,” Jack all but groaned. “I think my dick is 


going to explode from all this slowness.” 


Evan giggled. “You"re funny, you know that? | want you 

to go home and think about everything, like really. Are you 
ready for this? Coming out isn"t enough? Now you want to 
get involved with, yes, the big old glittery gay guy who you 


work with? Because | ain"t even remotely in the closet, and 
if 


you"re with me, you won't be either.” 

Jack felt a small thrill at those words. “That sounds 

good to me.” Evan looked at him imploringly, and he 
laughed. “Okay, okay. We'll take it slow. So when do | get to 
see you again?” 

Evan dropped his head down on Jack's shoulder in a fit 

of helpless laughter. “You kill me.” 

JACK packed up the last of the sheet music and surveyed 
the orchestra room. They had just finished final rehearsal, 
and the orchestra sounded tight. The Saint-Saens “Danse 
Macabre” danced through his brain, and he smiled, 
remembering Evan coming in and bouncing up and down as 
they"d played it through. He was in the other room finishing 


up his choral group rehearsal, and Jack could hear the 


blended voices coming through the wall. 

God, he loved music, and he loved that Evan loved it as 
much as he did. And Evan truly loved all kinds, despite his 
crack that day about Jack not liking La Roux and why didn"t 
he just go listen to the National Symphony? He'd been 
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coming in after school in between his own rehearsals to 
listen to Jack rehearse the orchestra or sometimes to sit and 
listen as Jack practiced his viola parts for the chamber 
orchestra. 

Elaine stuck her head in to say good night and wish him 
luck with the competition. Watching her go, Jack thought 
about the surprising lack of reaction that his coming out had 


caused at school. Some of it had been predictable: 
Lawrence 


no longer had anything to do with him and looked like he'd 
eaten a lemon any time Jack came into the teacher"s lounge 
or walked into the chamber orchestra rehearsals, and Jack 


was grateful he no longer had to fend off his creepy 


advances. Maggie still acted friendly toward him, although 
her invitations to him to join her at church had stopped 
abruptly. Michelle was just as dour as ever, but she was that 
way with everyone, and Jack thought she probably didn"t 
give a rat's ass about his or anyone's sexuality, as long as 
she kept her job. 

During lunchtimes, Jack hung out with Evan, Ren, and 


the other group of teachers who had worked on the rally 
and 


felt happy for the friends he was making. He hadn"t gotten 
any inquiries from family and friends at home, but he'd 
doubted that the rally was really going to make any national 
newscasts. Ironically, after all Evan's worries, the 
Washington Post hadn't printed the part where Jack had 
declared himself to be a gay man, focusing more on the 
students and on Evan's role. All in all, the coming out was 
almost anticlimactic. Jack was more interested in what was 
going on with Evan and him, anyway. 

They talked on the phone a lot now, about nothing of 


significance, and texted each other, Jack loving it when 


Evan"s text tone vibrated on his phone. They"d gone out to 
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dinner with the rally group a few times and back to Jammin" 
Java, where Evan had his own gig one evening. Jack still 


couldn"t get over his talent, and sitting there, he gota 
sense 


of unreality that the man on the stage dazzling the crowd 
with his voice and his looks was actually his... boyfriend? 
Hmm. He wasn't sure what even to call their relationship. 
They still hadn"t slept together. Jack laughed, suddenly 
realizing that here he was again, in a relationship with 
someone who wanted to wait to have sex. With Jenny it"d 
been easy to hold off; they had always been more like 
siblings, and he"d never felt very attracted to her sexually, 
pretty as she was. Evan was a whole other matter. Jack 


thought his right hand might fall off from overuse before 
they 


ever consummated their— 
“Hey.” Jack started and turned around. Evan beamed at 


him, his eyes soft. Jack thought he might die of longing right 


there. 

“Hey, yourself.” 

“Well, tomorrow's the big trip. | still haven"t packed.” 
“Me neither. But we"re only gonna be there for three 
days, so....” Jack shrugged and picked up his messenger 
bag. 

“How about dinner?” Evan asked. “I still haven"t even 
begun to introduce you to DC"s culinary delights. | mean, 
Amphora is not the most shining example.” 

“Ummm. You know what would be better? | have some 
kick-ass chili that | made the other day, and | could make us 
some cornbread.” 

Evan looked at him, his eyes narrowed. “Are you trying 
to tempt me back to your place, Jackson?” 

“Yep.” 
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Jack watched a mixture of emotions change Evan"s face, 
and there it was, that little hint of fear. It was so weird to 


Jack that he caught Evan"s hand. 


“Hey. |.... Here, come sit down.” He pulled Evan over to 

one of the abandoned orchestra chairs and sat down next to 
him. The building was deserted, his door was closed, and he 
thought he could risk this conversation at school. 

“I"ve thought about the stuff you said, about what it 

would be like if we got involved. First off, is there a rule 
against teachers at the school getting together?” 

Evan shook his head. “Not that | know of, but it hasn"t 


happened in the five years I"ve been here, so... | don"t 
really 


know.” 
“Well, we could keep it on the down-low if we had to at 
school. Probably would be a good idea. But the other stuff? 


You know, the ,,big old glittery gay" stuff? I"m down with 
that. 


Maybe | could get a little bit more glittery myself; it"d be a 
good look for my rock band.” 

Evan laughed. “It"s the weirdest thing. I"m always 

moaning to Ren about wanting to find someone and have 
something like he has with Steve, but now that you"re here, 


I"m kind of freaking out.” 


“Yeah,” Jack said drily. “I kind of get that. Umm, Evan?” 
“Yeah?” 

Jack cleared his throat and started to sing the song 

from Rent that the kids sang at the rally: the one that spoke 
of giving in to love rather than living in fear. 

Okay, so this here was the cheesiest thing he"d ever 


done, but as he got to the end of the song, he could tell 
from 


the look on Evan's face it was exactly the right thing to do. 
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Evan stared at him, eyes shining, then grabbed Jack"s 
hand with both of his, brought it up to his lips, and kissed it. 
He shook his head. 

“Where did you come from? Yes. The answer is yes—to 
everything.” 

Jack made a fist pump. “All right! | knew the chili would 

do the trick.” 

He pulled a laughing Evan up from the seat and put his 


arms around him at the same time that Evan enveloped 
him. 


As he stood with Evan"s arms around him, burying his face 
in his broad chest, Jack smiled and knew he was home. 
THEY walked into Jack"s dark apartment, Evan having 
regaled them with Rent songs the whole way there. Jack's 
mouth felt dry, and he licked his lips, then caught Evan 
staring at him. He"d had a plan to heat up the chili and 
make the cornbread, then put on some soft music and light 
some candles, because he had a hunch that Evan was a bit 
of a sappy romantic, but fuck it. He dropped his messenger 
bag on the floor, took Evan"s hand, and walked him into his 
bedroom. 

Evan"s arms came around him from behind as they 

went through the bedroom door, and he pulled Jack against 
his body. Jack gasped, feeling Evan"s cock pressing hard and 
full into his back, and he tried to turn, but Evan held him 
firm, nuzzling along his jawline. 

“I"m going to do so many things to you,” he murmured 

and ran his tongue along Jack"s skin as he shivered. “All the 
things I"ve been fantasizing about.” 
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Jack felt in danger of coming already with Evan sucking 

on his earlobe while he gripped his cock through his jeans 
and ground slowly against him from behind. He leaned his 
head back on Evan"s shoulder, closing his eyes, his lips 
parted. 

“God, yes,” he said. 

“Fuck,” Evan muttered, and Jack felt Evan"s lips come 
down on his. Evan kissed him almost savagely, stroking his 
cock through his pants while continuing to hold him firmly 
from behind. Jack had never felt so taken over, and he 
writhed, pleasure, desire, and the weird urge to cry moving 
through him like waves. 

Evan finally broke the kiss and shoved Jack toward the 
bed, then literally picked him up and kind of tossed him on 
top of it. Jack bounced, landing on his back, but had no 
time to react, because Evan was on him, laying his entire 
body on top of Jack"s, hands circling his biceps, thumbs 
stroking his muscles. He looked up and got breathless at the 


sight of Evan—hair falling into his eyes, mouth moist, face 


filled with desire. Jack almost groaned, he wanted him so 
badly. 

He thrust his hand into Evan"s hair and pulled his head 
down, and they kissed again and again, Jack breathing in 
Evan's citrusy scent, tasting the cherry-flavored gloss on his 


lips, feeling the warmth of his body like a blanket, feeling 
the 


hardness of his cock pressing against his. 

Evan muttered things in between kisses, which Jack 

only heard snatches of in the middle of his delirium: “God, 
baby. Waited so long. Uhh, your lips. Shit, your body—so 
hot.” 
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Jack felt his whole body become electrified as Evan 
stroked him, kissed him, ground against him, and he 
couldn"t stop his helpless moaning. Evan had barely made 
his way down to his neck, mouth latching on and sucking, 
when Jack felt a building sensation and gasped out, “Oh 


fuck, I"m gonna—” 


Evan stopped grinding against him and rolled off, then 
reached over and popped open the snap on Jack"s jeans as 
Jack lay there panting, barely keeping his orgasm at bay. 
“C"mon, honey, let"s get you out of these,” Evan crooned 
and pulled the zipper down and Jack's pants and briefs off 
as Jack lifted a bit to help. 

Jack watched Evan"s eyes grow larger as he looked at 
him, naked now from the waist down. 

“Shit, baby, you"re gorgeous.” Evan smiled and then 
leaned over and took Jack"s cock into his mouth. 

“Ahhh!” The cry felt torn from Jack"s throat as Evan"s 


warm, moist mouth engulfed him. He only had time to 
clutch 


Evan's hair with both hands and thrust up when his orgasm 
hit him, wrenching more cries from him, as Evan swallowed 
everything down. 

He lay there panting, embarrassed at having come so 
quickly and trying to catch his breath. Meanwhile, Evan was 
kissing his way up Jack"s body, pushing his shirt up as he 


went. 


“Oh shit, your pecs!” he heard Evan whisper, and then 
felt one of his nipples being sucked into Evan"s mouth. He 
was almost distracted by it, and Evan was wearing entirely 
too much clothing. He pulled gently on Evan's hair to get 
him to raise his head. 

“Hey.” 
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“Yes, lover?” Evan"s smiling face looked up, and Jack 
laughed. Evan was just adorable, and there was no other 
word for it. 

“Slow down for a minute. I"m still recovering. Holy shit. 
And I want to get your clothes off.” 

“Yeah! That"s a good idea. Here, take your shirt off.” 

Evan started unbuttoning Jack"s shirt, and Jack snorted. 

“I said get your clothes off!” But he allowed Evan to 

finish what he was doing and take the shirt off his body. 
Evan gaped at Jack as he lay there, propped up on his 
elbows. “Oh. My. God. You.... | mean, how can you be so 


hot?” 


Jack smirked. He kind of liked lying there like a porn 

model or something, letting Evan admire him. Evan stroked 
his thumb over Jack"s bottom lip, then ran his fingers lightly 
down his chest, circling each pec and moving down. Jack 
shivered a bit as Evan stroked one hip and then the other, 
then walked his fingers down the trail of hair that started at 
Jack"s navel. 

“Just gorgeous,” Evan murmured, and Jack was moved 

all of a sudden by seeing Evan"s long eyelashes curling on 
his cheek as he looked down at Jack. He stuck out his hand 
and laid it on the side of Evan's face. 

“Hey, you. Come here now. It"s your turn, and | want to 

get you naked.” 

Evan nodded, then kissed Jack"s soft cock, saying 
“Goodbye for now.” Jack chuckled and sat up to help Evan 
get out of his clothes, then stopped. 

“No. | know. Get off the bed. | want a striptease.” 

Evan, of course, was all for that. He bounded off the bed 
and struck a sultry pose. Then he began to undulate, his 
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hips moving in waves. Staring at Jack, he put a finger to his 
open mouth and licked it slowly while moving his other hand 
down to hold the prominent bulge straining the front of his 
pants. 

Jack stared back at Evan"s parted lips and heated eyes, 
watching his tongue snake sinuously around his finger. His 
breathing got heavier as he dropped his eyes to the hand on 
Evan"s pants. 

Evan looked at Jack through his eyelashes and thrust 

his hips forward, licking his lips as he unsnapped his pants, 
lowering them just enough to reveal the head of his cock, 
swollen, slit glistening. He circled it with his fingers. 

Jack"s eyes were riveted by the sight of Evan with his 

hand on his cock, moving it back and forth as he swayed his 
hips, and his mouth watered at the thought of tasting it. 
Hips still moving, Evan let go of his cock and slowly 
unbuttoned his shirt, dropped it to the ground, then ran his 
hands up his freckled chest and caressed his nipples with 


his thumbs. He danced closer and closer to the edge of the 


bed, and Jack sat up and dangled his legs over the side, 
waiting until he could get his hands on him. 

When he finally came close enough, Jack shot out his 

hands and grabbed him by his belt loops, then pulled down 
on the pants, which didn"t budge. 

“Shit,” Jack panted, staring at the head of Evan's dick 

and trying to get to the zipper while Evan laughed huskily. 
“Hold on,” he said, stepping away and pulling down the 
zipper, then coming back so Jack could grab him again. 
Jack pushed down Evan's pants and came face-to-face 

with his cock, almost fully hard, even bigger than Jack had 
imagined, precome leaking from the slit. At last. He"d been 
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wanting to get his hands and mouth on it for months. He 
couldn"t help moaning a little as he put one hand on Evan's 
ass, wrapped the other around the base of his cock, opened 
his lips, and sucked the head into his mouth. 

“God, baby.” Evan gasped. 


Jack hummed and pulled Evan closer, his fingers 


straying to his balls, holding them gently as he took another 
inch of his cock into his mouth, loving the smell and feel of 
Evan. He wanted to eat him up. 

“Oh holy shit, your mouth,” moaned Evan, and Jack 
Suppressed a grin. Somehow he'd known Evan was going to 


be talkative during sex. He sucked some more on the head 
of 


Evan's dick, savoring the taste, then pulled off and ran his 
hand up and down the length of it, admiring its sheer size 
and the sprinkling of freckles. 

“Now this here,” he drawled, “this is huge, man.” 

“Too big?” Evan said in a choked voice, writhing slightly 
as Jack tightened his grip. 

“Are you kidding? | told you, man. | love it that you"re 
big.” Holding Evan"s cock gently in his hand, he gave it 
kisses, starting at the base and working his way up to the 
tip, as Evan gasped out breathless exclamations. 

“lam officially in love with your cock,” Jack said and 
sucked as much of it as he could get into his mouth while 


stroking the rest of it with his hand. 


Evan uttered a low cry, putting a hand on the back of 
Jack"s head and steadying himself with the other hand on 
Jack"s shoulder, while Jack wrapped his arm tightly around 
Evan's ass to hold him there. Trying to breathe while his 
mouth was full of Evan's cock was a bit of a challenge, but 
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Jack didn"t care. He felt himself getting hard again as he 
sucked, and Evan cried out. 

“Fuck, baby, please. Oh Jack, shit, love it.... You"re 

so.... Your lips.... Fuck, fuck me, baby....” 

Jack held on and opened up as Evan started thrusting 
furiously, erratically, no longer talking but moaning 
brokenly. He suddenly dug his fingers into Jack"s shoulder 
and came with a loud cry, flooding Jack"s mouth. Jack tried 
not to choke, swallowing as fast as he could while Evan 
jerked and shuddered. 

Evan collapsed down next to Jack on the bed, and Jack 


leaned over and kissed him, then got off and removed 
Evan's 


pants and briefs from where they'd pooled around his 
ankles. He ran his hands up Evan's long legs, lingering at 
his muscled thighs. Evan propped himself up on his elbows 
and stared at him, still panting a bit. 

“Come here.” 

Jack launched himself at him, and Evan collapsed back 
down on the bed and wrapped his arms around him, 
laughing. 

“Where did you come from? Where, where, where?” Evan 
kissed Jack between each “where,” and Jack snuggled in, 
content to be fondled even as his cock ached. 

Evan ran his hands all over Jack"s body, stroking, 
murmuring, and Jack almost purred, it felt so good. When 
he felt Evan's fingers slip between his cheeks and tease his 
entrance, Jack tensed up just a bit, but Evan seemed to read 
him, because he stopped and withdrew his hand, looking at 
him questioningly. 

Shoot. Jack didn"t want to say it, but he knew Evan 
deserved honesty. 
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“Um, yeah. | guess I should tell you that I—I mean, I"ve 
done things, been fingered and all, but I"ve only been with 
two guys before, and I"ve never....” 

Evan's eyes showed understanding. 

Jack rushed on, wanting to explain himself. “Il mean the 


guy in high school, we didn"t even get beyond hand jobs, 
and 


my college roommate, uh, we did more but we were both 
closeted and in a lot of denial, him especially. It was just 
playing around to him, and he"s engaged to be married now. 
| would have been open to it, but....” 

He trailed off. Christ, why was he giving Evan the 


rundown of all his past sexual experiences? Embarrassed, 
he 


made himself meet Evan"s eyes and suddenly had the urge 
to 


laugh when he saw the way Evan was looking at him, eyes 
round, face lit up. 
“You mean | get to be your first? Oh, don"t look like that, 


baby. It"s a big deal and I"m glad you told me. We'll take it 


real slow. It"s nothing that has to happen right away.” 
“Good,” Jack said, relieved, glancing in spite of himself 

at Evan's cock, big even in its flaccid state. “I meant it when 
| said I like that you"re big, but I"m just not sure how this is 
going to work, man.” 

Evan chuckled and squeezed Jack into a hug. “Don"t 

worry about that. It"ll work. | promise you. But let's save it 
for a later time.” 

It was the middle of the night when Evan finally left, 
lingering in the doorway to kiss Jack again. 

“Thank you,” he whispered, putting his hand on Jack's 
cheek. 
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“God, you"re such a sap,” Jack said, smiling fondly, then 

put his hand on Evan's cheek in turn. “Thank you too. Now, 
go get packed. We have a bus to catch in about five hours.” 
Groaning, Evan gave him one last kiss and left, the 

sound of his feet clattering on the stairs drifting up as Jack 


closed the door. 


He stood for a moment, his body tingling, as he recalled 
Evan fingering him into delirium, then going down on him 
again. He licked his lips and put his hand on his cock. He"d 
had more orgasms tonight than... well, certainly the most 


he'd ever had in one evening. And they hadn"t even gotten 
to 


“the main course,” as Evan called it, plus he said he had 
some other appetizers in store. (“Have you ever been 
rimmed? No? Oh, baby, we"re going to remedy that tragedy 
soon.”) 

He sighed and stretched. He loved sex with Evan, just 

as he"d suspected he would, and he was kind of ridiculously 
proud that he"d gotten Evan to come almost as many times 
as Evan had him. He hoped that he made up in enthusiasm 
what he lacked in experience. Yawning, he went over to the 


hall closet and pulled out a duffel bag as a song composed 
of 


the noises Evan made when he came played vividly in his 
head. 
“OKAY, kids, let"s get all the suitcases over here next to the 


buses.” 


It was Six a.m., gray and cold, and the orchestra and 

choral groups were gathered in the school parking lot, 
Shivering, adult chaperones clutching tall cups of coffee. The 
trip to Little Rock was about to start, and Jack surveyed the 
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scene, checking off students" names on his list and trying 
not to stare at Evan too much, who looked yummy in his 
black fur-trimmed coat, jeans, and boots. 

Evan ran around cajoling the kids, singing snatches of 

Rent songs, laughing with the parents, and generally acting 
like a big happy Labrador who'd been let out of the house to 
play. Jack smiled, remembering being wrapped up in Evan's 
arms the night before. He didn"t know how he'd come to 
deserve this happiness, but he tried to just let it be. 

Finally they got on the buses, Evan on one and Jack on 

the other, overseeing their groups of kids. Various parents 
were scattered in seats throughout, sitting next to each 


other. The kids bounced up and down excitedly but 
managed 


to “keep the sound to a dull roar,” per their teachers" 
request. Jack took out a score and his iPod and tried to 
concentrate on music rather than on reliving scenes of last 
night's wild sex with Evan. 

After many hours of driving interspersed with brief stops 
and one longer one for dinner, during which he and Evan 
had smiled at each other from across the restaurant, Jack 
herded his group back onto the bus. It was twilight, and they 
had another five hours or so of travel ahead of them before 
they got to Little Rock. He"d just sunk into his seat when 
Evan sat down in the seat beside him. 

“What are you doing on this bus?” Jack asked, pleased. 
“Jordan said she'd oversee the other bus for the rest of 

the trip.” Jordan was the student teacher for the music 
department. “So | took the opportunity to come sit by Mr. 
Grady, my fellow teacher. | thought we could talk shop.” 
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Jack"s mouth quirked, and he suppressed a laugh as 


the bus vibrated, engine coming to life, and pulled slowly 
out 


of the parking lot. 

“Okay. So what do you want to talk about?” 

“You.” Evan stared at him adoringly, and Jack snorted. 

Evan really wasn"t doing a great job of keeping things under 
wraps. 

“What about me?” 

“Well, tell me more about your family. You"re going to 

get to see them, right? | haven't really heard you talk about 
them all that much.” 

“Well, there's my mom and dad and my sister, Shelly. 
That's the family.” Jack closed his mouth, suddenly 
reluctant to say much more, recalling the last call from 
Shelly and her brittle laughter as she"d assured him she was 
fine. 

“Yeah, | remember you having a sister, and she calls 

you a lot, right?” Hmm, Evan was more observant than Jack 
had given him credit for. 


“You've been studying me, huh?” 


When Evan nodded, still looking at him like he was the 

best thing since sliced bread, Jack shook his head and bit 
his lip. 

“That's nice. Um, there's some stuff about my sister that 
most people don"t know, because it"s... it"s private.” 

“Oh, that"s okay. | don"t want to pry.” 

“No, no, | don"t mind telling you. | mean, you"re the only 
one I"m going to tell. Um, it"s something that weighs on me, 
and | just think you should know about it.” 

Evan"s eyes were round and even bigger than usual, and 
Jack would have laughed if it weren"t such a painful subject. 
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“Okay,” Evan whispered, moving his hand so that their 
fingers were just barely touching. 

Jack looked around. Everyone was slumped down, some 
sleeping, most with iPods attached to their ears. Still, he 
lowered his voice and leaned in, and Evan leaned in to hear 
him. 


“My sister Shelly was diagnosed with bipolar disorder 


after having a major depression when she was seventeen. 
She tried to kill herself, and | found her in her bedroom after 
she'd taken a bunch of pills.” 

He watched Evan's hand, not trusting himself to look at 

his face and get through this, and was grateful that his hand 
didn"t flinch or tighten, just moved closer so that his little 
finger pressed firmly against Jack's. 

“Since then, she"s been hospitalized five times, has been 

in and out of therapy and on all kinds of different 
medications. | don"t know. None of it seems to work. She'll 
look like she"s improving and then relapse. 1....” 

He stopped as the pain that was always lingering 

around his heart when he thought of Shelly threatened to 
spill over. 

Evan reached out with his little finger and stroked 

Jack"s, up and down, up and down, and Jack, near tears, 
was seized with the sudden urge to bust out laughing. He 
shook his head, deciding he must be hysterical, and looked 
up and into Evan's concerned face as Evan lifted his 


eyebrows. 


“You're great,” Jack said, then looked away to get 

himself under control. The bus whirred, bumping over the 
highway, full dark outside now. He leaned back in toward 
Evan, who leaned his head close to him. 
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“I guess | just wish there was more | could do to help 

her. She was so happy and fun as a kid. We had lots of good 
times growing up. | just... | miss her.” 

Evan leaned over even more and whispered, “I really 

want to hug you right now, damn it.” He sat back and said in 


a low voice, “You sound like you"re a good brother to her, 
but 


it must be hard as hell. | mean, as annoying as my little 
brother is, it would kill me to see him go through something 
like that.” 

“Yeah.” They sat for a while in silence, listening to the 

tires rolling along, their little fingers entwined, a hum of 
energy moving between them. 


I love you, Jack thought, not for the first time. One of 


these days he was going to tell him. 

THE bus got to the hotel in Little Rock at midnight, Jack 
pulling his hand out of Evan"s hastily as the lights came on. 
They stumbled down the steps and stood around in the chill 


air, their breath making steam, waiting for the cargo doors 
to 


be opened. Evan chatted and laughed with the group, 
almost 


annoyingly awake and lively, while Jack got out his clipboard 
and went over the room assignments one more time. 

Jack was discovering the perks of working for an 

exclusive, private school that was generously funded, even 
for the arts. Because he and Evan were the two performing 


arts teachers heading the trip, he had the option of 
assigning 


them each to single rooms, which he had done with alacrity, 
making sure each had a nice big king bed, and he checked 
their names off on the rooming list with a sense of 
anticipation. 
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Half an hour later, Jack was pulling down the cover on 

his bed when the phone rang. 

“Hey,” he said, a smile growing on his face. 

“Hi there. Can | come visit you?” 

“Yeah. Room 410.” 

Two minutes later, he opened the door to let Evan slip 

in. Evan took his shoulders and turned him around, backing 
him against the door and falling on him hungrily, kissing his 
mouth while his hands roamed his body and pulled at the 
bottom of his shirt. 

“Missed you,” he breathed, then latched on to his neck 
while his fingers fumbled at Jack"s buttons. Jack started 
undoing them himself and ripped the shirt off as Evan 
sucked a mark into his neck. Evan pushed him back against 
the door with one hand and kissed down his chest, lingering 
at one nipple to tease it erect, then the other, while Jack 
plunged his hands into his hair and panted. 

Evan kissed his way down his stomach, fell to his 

knees, and rubbed his face against Jack"s cock through his 


pants. Jack moaned, ready to come way too early again, but 


he couldn't help it the way that Evan turned him on. He 
widened his legs and thrust his cock forward. 

“Oh yeah, baby, that"s my hot boy,” said Evan. He 

pulled Jack closer with one hand on his ass and mouthed 
his dick through the fabric, then started stroking it, his 
mouth and his hand working over Jack"s cock at the same 
time. 

“God, holy shit.” Jack gasped, and Evan let go fora 
moment to unsnap Jack"s jeans. 

“Not so fast,” he said. “Not until | get my mouth on that 
pretty cock of yours.” 

Electricity Sparks Inside of Me | QJ Elliott 

87 

“Yes, God yes,” Jack muttered as Evan fumbled with the 
zipper and pulled Jack"s pants down enough to free his cock, 
which sprang forward. 

Evan immediately engulfed him with his warm mouth, 

and that was it; Jack came in a blinding white heat, stifling 
his cries with his fist in his mouth. 


He slid, wrecked, down the door, Evan supporting him 


with his arms, kissing and murmuring to him. 

Jack rasped out, “How do you do tha—” 

He cut short his exclamation because Evan had just 

picked him up with both arms and was carrying him to the 
big bed. 

“Evan! What the fuck?” 

Evan laid him down on top of the bed and smiled 

tenderly at him. 

“What? | just feel like taking care of you. Isn"t that 

Okay?” 

Jack didn"t know how to feel about that. He"d never 

been taken care of by anyone but his parents, and it had 
been a long time since he"d been dependent on them. 

“I really don"t need to be taken care of, though. I"m 

cool.” 

Evan laughed softly. “Yeah. | know that. That"s what 
you've been telling me ever since that first day of school. | 
don"t mean it like you need it. | mean it like | want to, 
because it makes me happy. But | trust you to tell me when 


I"m going over the top with it.” 


Jack felt something in him loosen, yield. What the fuck? 

If Evan wanted to.... He opened his arms, smiling at the way 
Evan's face lit up. 
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Evan joined him on the bed, and Jack lay there and 

allowed himself to be petted—there was no other word for 
it—Evan practically cooing to him, kissing him softly and 
stroking his hands over him. He closed his eyes and pushed 
his forehead into the crook of Evan"s neck, allowing himself 
the unfamiliar sensation of letting go and letting someone 
carry him, for once. 

Finally he sat up. 

“Your turn,” he said and grabbed Evan, pulling his head 
toward him and giving him a bruising kiss. 

Evan yielded, eyes closed, opening his mouth to allow 

Jack to invade him with his tongue. Panting a little, Jack 
pulled away. 

“Okay, you. Out of those clothes. Now.” 


Evan's eyes widened for a moment; then he obeyed with 


a small smile on his face, while Jack pulled his own pants 
and briefs all the way off. 

“Did you bring the lube?” 

Evan"s smile grew bigger. He looked pleased at Jack 

being so direct, and he replied, “Yes, sir.” 

“Good. Get it.” But before Evan could comply, Jack was 

on him, claiming his mouth, pulling on his hair, and 
pushing against him until Evan fell back onto the bed, Jack 
on top of him, kissing him until Evan moaned. 

Jack felt Evan"s cock harden against his stomach as he 

lay on top of him, and he snaked a hand down and grabbed 
it. Evan pushed up into him with a strangled sound. 

“Yes, sexy boy, oh God, yes...,” Evan whispered as Jack 
stroked slowly up and down his hard length, savoring the 
velvet texture of his skin. Jack leaned over and whispered 
into his ear. 
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“Evan....” 


“Umm, fuck, keep doing.... Yes?” 


“Where's the lube?” 

Evan opened his eyes. “Pocket,” he panted out as Jack 
continued to stroke his cock. 

“Good,” Jack whispered. “Now, stay there.” 

Evan groaned when Jack let go of him, and Jack leaned 
over to kiss his lush lips, then sat back on his heels. 
“Patience,” he intoned in a deep voice. Evan bit his lip, 
then gave a shaky laugh. 

Evan looked so sexy lying there with his hair falling in 

his eyes, his dick flushed and hard and huge against his 
stomach, his lips swollen, that Jack almost forgot what he 
was doing. He wanted to lie back on top of him and feel 
Evan"s cock pressing into him. He wanted to drive Evan 
crazy. Tearing himself away, he hopped off the bed to pick 
up Evan"s pants and glanced back to see Evan running his 
hand along his cock, eyes half closed. 

“Oh no,” Jack said, dropping the pants and walking over 
to grab Evan"s hand. “No touching yourself. In fact....” He 
took both Evan"s wrists in his hands and pulled his arms up 


and over his head. “These stay here.” 


Evan's eyes darkened with lust, and he licked his lips 
Slowly, staring at Jack. 

“Okay,” he said hoarsely. 

Jack flushed, and his breath got a little erratic. It was so 
fucking exciting to have Evan so turned on and submitting 
to him. He scrambled off the bed and snatched up Evan"s 
pants, feeling in his pockets impatiently until his fingers 
closed around a tube. 
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He hurried back to the bed and stopped short, looking 

at Evan all laid out, arms outstretched over his head, 
freckles dotting his pale body. Evan was silent for once, 
watching him, waiting, his chest rising and falling with his 
breath. 

Jack took his hand and trailed his fingers down Evan'"s 
chest, circling each nipple, then put his fingers on Evan"s 
lips. Evan sighed, closed his eyes, and opened his mouth, 
his tongue teasing along Jack's fingertips. Jack felt lured in, 


seduced, but then made himself pull away. 


“I—can | talk?” Evan whispered. Jack found it strange to 
hear Evan so tentative. 

“Of course you can talk.” Jack took the cap off of the 

lube. 

“What are you gonna do with—” 

“I changed my mind,” Jack interrupted. “You can't talk. 
Only talk if you want me to stop anything.” 

Evan made a strangled sound but complied, breathing 
harder and watching Jack. 

Okay, Jack hadn"t really thought this through. All he 

knew was that he wanted to drive Evan insane, as insane as 
Evan drove him. He crawled up on the bed, pushing Evan"s 
legs apart so he could get between them, then grabbed 


Evan"s shins and pushed his legs up so they were bent at 
the 


knees. Evan sighed as Jack ran his hands along Evan's 
inner thighs. 

Jack reached over and retrieved the lube, putting some 

on his hands, and then ran his fingers over Evan's balls and 


up his cock, thumbing the head and stroking up and down 


the length, over and over. Evan moaned a bit, shifting his 
hips and biting his lip. 
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Jack leaned over and kissed Evan"s stomach. “Good 

boy,” he murmured. “I"m going to make you feel real good.” 
Evan stared at him, a small smile on his lips. 

Keeping his eyes locked on Evan, Jack withdrew one of 

his hands from his cock and ran his thumb over Evan's 
entrance. Evan's eyes narrowed and his mouth fell open. 
Jack took his other hand away from Evan'"s cock, grabbed 
the lube, and slicked up his index finger. Evan kept his eyes 
riveted on Jack"s hands as he licked his tongue slowly along 
his upper lip. 

Jack ran one hand soothingly along Evan's hip, even 
though Evan didn"t appear at all tense. He was the anxious 
one, Jack realized, noticing that his hands were shaking 
Slightly. 

“Okay,” he whispered, hoping he wasn"t going to screw 


this up, and slowly started to insert his index finger into 


Evan, who felt tight and warm. 

Evan dropped his head back onto the bed; Jack could 
feel him let go into it, and his finger slipped in farther. He 
continued to pat Evan's hip as he moved his finger 
inexorably forward, and Evan opened his legs wider and 
pushed down to meet him. 

“That's it, honey,” Jack said, wondering at the 


endearment that had just come out of his mouth. He"d 
never 


called anyone “honey” in his life. 

He hoped Evan was enjoying this. He seemed to be—he 
hadn"t told Jack to stop, and his cock was hard, drops of 
precome glistening at the tip. Evan exhaled, and Jack felt his 
finger slip all the way in. Then Evan jumped as if an electric 
shock had gone through him, and Jack smiled, realizing that 
he'd found Evan's sweet spot. 
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“Oh yeah,” he murmured and moved his finger slightly 


forward again. Evan jerked and moaned, pushing down 


against Jack's finger. 

“Yeah,” Jack crooned, beginning to thrust into Evan 

with slightly more force, and Evan met his movement with 
his own forward motion, crying out a little each time Jack"s 
finger brushed against that special spot. Jack was getting 
incredibly excited at how out of control Evan was becoming. 
He thrust his finger forward repeatedly, and Evan drew his 
legs up more, braced his hands against the headboard, and 
fucked himself on Jack"s finger. 

“Jesus, Evan, you"re so fucking sexy. God,” Jack 

panted, his cock hardening. “God, | want to fuck you.” 

Evan opened his eyes at that, then closed them as 

Jack"s finger hit home again. 

Not even believing what he'd just said, Jack grabbed 
Evan's cock with his other hand and pumped it, continuing 
to finger him. Evan writhed, making inarticulate sounds, 
head lolling back onto the pillow. Jack was dizzy with images 
of fucking Evan, being fucked by him, and he moaned as he 
stroked him, fingered him, watching the sheen of sweat 


glistening on his neck. 


Suddenly, Evan stiffened all over, panting, and then 
moaned, “Jack, fuck, oh Jack,” and came, spilling over 
Jack"s fingers, his body jolting as if receiving a series of 
electric shocks. 

Evan"s body slowly stilled as Jack held on, his finger 
deep inside him, his other hand warm and sticky from 
Evan"s come. They didn't move, and in the quiet, Jack"s 
mind kicked in; he was shaken by what he'd said about 
wanting to fuck Evan. Where had that come from? Evan was 
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clearly a top, and Jack more than willing to be a bottom, 
but.... 

Evan's hand on Jack"s hair brought him out of his 
thoughts. 

“Can | talk now?” It was a whisper, hoarse, like Evan 
was getting used to having a voice again. 

“Um, yeah, sure. Hold on.” Jack withdrew his finger 
slowly, Evan wincing a bit. 


“Come here,” Evan said. 


Jack wiped his hands on the sheet and crawled up 

Evan's body, having a sudden thought that, six months ago, 
he could never have imagined any of this. He still wasn't 
sure what had just happened or how Evan was feeling about 
it. When he caught a glimpse of Evan"s face, he relaxed, 


because Evan was gazing at him like he was beholding one 
of 


the wonders of the world. 

Evan kissed him, then pulled away to look at him some 
more, Jack flushing a bit under his scrutiny. Evan shook his 
head and spoke. 

“You turn me on so fucking much. It's like that time 

with the phone sex. How do you even do that? God. How did 
| get so lucky?” 

“Um, like | said then, you inspire me. | had no idea | 

was going to do any of that.” 

Evan chuckled. “Toppy little thing, aren"t you?” 

“So it"s okay?” Jack groaned inwardly at his lameness. 

“Of course! Wait. Why wouldn't it be okay?” 


Jack shrugged and turned his face to kiss Evan"s 


shoulder so he could stop being X-rayed by Evan"s unreal 
eyes. 
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“I... don"t know,” he mumbled. “Just that—um, can we 

stop talking about this now?” 

“Jack. Look at me.” 

Jack reluctantly lifted his eyes to see Evan regarding 

him seriously. 

“| don"t think there"s ever anything to be ashamed of as 

far as sex is concerned. | love it all. I"m not locked into roles, 
and | love it that you don"t seem to be either. | would love to 
be fucked by you; it"s not my usual thing, but with you, | 
think it would be hot as fuck. Sex is fun. | like to play, and 
you do too, thank God, so it"s all good. Okay?” 

“Okay. Thank you for saying that.” Thank you for talking 


about sex. Thank you for being amazing and open. Thank 
you 


for coming into my life. A bit overcome, Jack turned back to 


the safety of Evan"s shoulder and kissed it again. 


Just as earlier, when he'd allowed Evan to care for him, 
Jack felt something loosen and dissolve. His past sexual 
experiences had never been free; there'd always been an 
element of furtiveness and shame. Being with an out-and- 
proud gay man was So different. 

“Now, Jackson, turnabout is fair play. Hand me over 

that lube.” 

Evan sneaked out an hour before breakfast. Jack lay 

there, replete, ready to sleep for hours and realizing he was 
now going to get no sleep but not regretting it for a minute. 
JACK kept up his energy that day, engaged as he was with 
his orchestra and the competition, and he celebrated with 
the kids when they made it through to the next round. His 
family had come to the high school where the competition 
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was taking place to watch and then take him out to dinner. 
He hadn"t seen Evan since breakfast, because the choral 
competition was being held in a different wing of the school. 


As the kids packed up their instruments, Jack walked 


over to the bleachers where his mom, dad, and Shelly sat. 
His mom beamed at him. 

“They sounded great, honey! I"m so glad they made it to 
the next round.” 

“Ready for some dinner, son?” his dad put in. 

“Brail"s! Brail"s!” said Shelly, bouncing up and down like 

a kid. 

Jack smiled. “Well, of course,” he drawled. “What do you 
take me for? But wait, Brail"s is back in Cabot, and that's a 
forty-minute drive away.” 

“They opened one here!” Shelly said, still excited. 
“Awesome. Lead on.” Jack turned and stopped short. 

Evan had just entered the room and was looking around, 
then brightened as he saw Jack and started making his way 
toward them. 

Jack suddenly saw Evan through his parents" eyes, all 

six feet one inch, poured into tight slacks and a black shirt 


over which a few necklaces were draped, hair spiky, eyes 
set 


off by a smoky liner. Oh God. His warning voice piped up out 


of the blue. Shit. It must have been struck dumb by Evan"s 
fabulousness, as it offered no other advice. 

Jack looked at his parents. They stood there chatting 

with Shelly, his mom clutching her favorite purse, his dad 
with one arm around her, as usual. 

Evan had stopped a few feet away, taking in the scene 


and Jack"s obvious discomfort. He raised his eyebrow, 
smiled 


a bit ruefully at him, and turned around to go. 
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“Evan, wait!” 

His parents turned to see what was going on, and Evan 
turned as well, somewhat slowly. 

“Uh, Mom, Dad, | want you to meet a friend of mine, 
Evan Roderick. He"s the choral teacher at Madison, and he's 
been, um, he"s really been great to me since | got there.” 
Jack felt his face warm and was sure he was turning 

beet red. 


Evan walked over with his most charming smile and 


held his hand out to Jack"s dad, who took it readily. 

“Nice to meet you, sir,” he said to his dad. 

“Good to meet you too. Any friend of Jack's is a friend of 
ours. My name is Pete.” 

“Jack is a great guy.” 

They nodded at each other as Jack bit his lip; then Evan 
dropped his hand and turned to his mom, who took his hand 
into both of hers and smiled up at him. 

“My, you"re tall. Call me Laura. And thank you for 

looking after Jack.” 

“Aw, Mom,” Jack protested, but Evan and Laura were 
standing there smiling at each other, seemingly oblivious. It 
gave Jack an almost indescribable feeling to see Evan with 
his parents and to see them being so nice to him. 

Evan finally let go of his mom's hand and turned to 

Shelly with a soft expression. 

“And this must be Shelly,” he said, taking her hand as 

she gazed up at him. “Jack has told me so many good things 
about you.” 


“He has?” she said, casting a suspicious glance at Jack. 
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“Yes, but | won"t say what, "cause | don"t want to 


embarrass him. He"s always trying to pretend that he"s not 
a 


softie.” 
Laura laughed and Shelly blushed while Jack squirmed. 
Pete spoke up. “Evan, would you like to get some dinner 


with us? We're going to Brail"s, which you can only find 
here. 


I"m told you haven"t lived until you've tried their cheese 
dip.” 


Evan looked quickly over to Jack with a question in his 
eyes. 

“Yeah, come along, man,” Jack said. “Unless you"ve got 
something else going on.” 

Jack watched the color rise in Evan"s cheeks as he 
responded, “No, nothing else. Jordan is riding herd over the 
kids. I"d love to. Thank you.” 

JACK and Evan stood in the hotel driveway, waving as the 


Gradys" car slowly pulled away. 


“So, that"s your family, huh?” Evan said. 

“That's them.” 

“They're great.” 

Jack felt gratified that Evan liked them as much as they 
seemed to like him. 

“Um, thanks for understanding about, you know....” 

He suddenly was so exhausted, he couldn"t seem to 
complete the sentence, but Evan immediately nodded and 
gave him a smile that warmed him. He yawned, blindsided 
by a wave of tiredness, and realized that he"d gotten almost 
no sleep the last few nights. 

“Let's go. I"m beat.” 
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Evan rubbed the small of his back for a second and 
whispered to him, “Too beat to snuggle?” 

“Never. Although I"Il probably fall asleep as soon as my 
head hits the pillow tonight.” 

“That's okay. | just want to hold you.” Evan looked into 


the lobby doors, and Jack gazed at his profile, wondering 


again at how he'd gotten lucky enough to be with this 
romantic fool of a man. 

He shook himself out of his reverie as Evan said, “I"m 

going to go check in with the chaperones and make sure 
everybody"s where they"re supposed to be. Then I"m gonna 
come pay you a visit, okay?” 

“Sounds like a plan. A good plan,” Jack drawled and 

walked away before he did something stupid like kiss Evan 
right there in front of the lobby. 

JACK sat at his family dining room table, shoveling in the 


last few bites of his mother"s chicken spaghetti, then 
rubbed 


his hands in anticipation while his mom brought in the 


chocolate cake. The competition had ended in the 
afternoon, 


and the orchestra kids had come away with third place, the 
highest Madison School had ever placed in this competition. 
Evan"s choral group had actually taken first in one of their 
categories. 

Evan and the other chaperones had assured Jack that 


they could handle the pronounced bouncing off the walls 


that the kids were doing so he could have a final dinner with 
his family in Cabot before the buses pulled away at ten p.m. 
for the long trip back to DC. His dad had come to collect him 
in their trusty Ford truck. Jack had settled back in the seat, 
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feeling a nice sense of being taken care of, and then he"d 
smiled, recalling Evan holding him and saying, “I just feel 
like taking care of you. Is that okay?” 

“Ahhh.” Jack rubbed his hand over his stomach, then 
stretched contentedly. “Mama'"s chicken spaghetti and 
chocolate cake for dessert. What could be better?” 

His mom reached over and patted his shoulder. “I know 

you like Brail"s, but it would be a shame for you not to get 
some home cooking while you"re here. Coffee?” 

“Not for me. Thanks.” 

His dad pushed away from the table and said, “I"m going 

to get out the old guitar. I"d love to hear you play some.” 
After an hour of music, Jack and Shelly went into the 


kitchen to clean up the dinner dishes while his parents 


settled down in front of their favorite TV show. 

“So, how's it going, Shells?” Jack didn"t like how she 
looked, now that he"d had a chance to observe her more 
closely. She seemed jumpy and was thinner than he 
remembered seeing her. 

“Good. Great. Just hunky-dory, Jacky-poo.” She didn"t 
look at him as she said it, and he got a bad feeling. 
“Really?” 

She banged a dish down a bit harder than was 
necessary, then turned to meet his eyes, looking at him 
almost challengingly. 

“Yeah. Sometimes things are hard, but really I"m okay. 
I"m just a little pissed at Mom and Dad right now, because 


they"re saying they don"t want me to move out yet. They 
treat 


me like a child, and I"m sick of it.” 

“Well, is it a good idea to move out right now? | mean, 
you just got laid off. What would you do for money?” 
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Shelly sniffed. “I can get another job, no problem. | 

mean, there's always waitress jobs around. And Joe said 
he"d lend me his car for a while.” 

Jack bit his lip at the mention of Shelly"s jerk of a 

boyfriend who she was constantly breaking up with. “Oh, is 
that on again?” 

“Not really. He"s just being a friend and helping me out.” 
Jack finished putting the last dish in the dishwasher. 

“So, what does Joanne think about your plans?” 

“Joanne? Oh, I"m not seeing her anymore,” said Shelly 
airily, leaning against the kitchen counter with her arms 
crossed. 

Jack"s heart sank, but he knew Shelly well enough not 

to show any particular reaction to her words. “Oh. When did 
this happen?” 

“I just decided this weekend. | haven"t told her yet.” 

Shelly looked down at her nails. 

“But why, Shells? | thought she was good for you.” He 
realized those were the wrong words when she looked up, 


her face angry. 


“Well, | didn"t.” Her face softened as she looked at Jack. 
“Don't look at me like that with those puppy-dog sad eyes. 
Joanne was okay. | mean, she did help me, especially when 
things were bad. But I"m doing good now, and | don"t need 
someone holding my hand anymore.” 

She paused and looked into space while Jack stood 

mute, not able to think of anything to say. Then she turned 
back to him with a mischievous smile. 

“So, tell me about this Evan guy.” 

Jack blanched and glanced toward the living room, 

where he could hear the strains of his parents" TV show. 
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Shelly took his hand and headed for the basement door. 
“Come on. Come down to my cave where they won't hear. | 
want you to tell me all about it.” 

They settled on Shelly"s bed with her bedroom door 
closed, and Shelly briefly laid her head on Jack"s shoulder. 
“This is just like old times. Us down here keeping 


secrets from Mom and Dad.” 


“God.” Jack groaned a little; then he pulled away to look 
at Shelly. “But how did you know? | mean, let me back up 
here. | guess this means that you know I"m gay.” 

Shelly grabbed his hand and squeezed it. “Thank you. 
Thank God! | thought you'd never say it.” 

He stared. “You"ve known? Was it that obvious?” 

“Well, duh. | think Mom and Dad know too, or at least 
suspect. Especially Mom. Remember how she kept telling 
you and Jenny you should wait to get married? Thank God 
you listened to her.” 

Jack"s head reeled as his whole view of his family tilted 
on its axis. “Um, wow? That's a little hard to believe about 
Mom and Dad.” 

“Well, it"s okay. You don"t have to say anything to them 
"til you"re ready.” 

“But how long have you known?” Shelly smiled at him, 
and he caught a glimpse of the impish younger sister who 
had both annoyed and enchanted him growing up. 

“I don"t know, years? Let's just say that | knew that you 


and Stan from the baseball team were messing around in 


eleventh grade when you kept disappearing to ,,study" 
together.” 

“Shit.” 
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Shelly laughed. “Uh-huh. And good old Ray? Just 


college roommates, huh? Not with the way he looked at 
you.” 


“But why didn"t you say anything until now?” 

Shelly looked at him like it was obvious. “You"ve never 
brought anyone to meet Mom and Dad before. You"ve never 
looked head-over-heels in love before. And you dated Jenny 
forever, and as long as you were doing that, | knew you had 
no plans to come out, maybe not ever. | didn"t want to push 
it.” 

Wow. In the last ten minutes, Shelly had revealed 

herself to be wiser and more sensitive than Jack had ever 
given her credit for. 

She scooted over until she was pressing into his side a 


bit, and he put his arm around her. She rested her head 


back on his shoulder and looked up. 
“So. Tell me about Evan.” 
JACK lay back in his seat on the dark bus and closed his 


eyes, trying to sleep. No luck. The events of the last few 
days 


filled his head. He shifted in his seat, his body worn out from 
SO much sex with Evan, and smiled. 

Catching a moment alone with Evan in the hotel lobby 
bathroom right before they'd left, he"d told him about his 
conversation with Shelly, and Evan had been pleased that 
she'd picked up on their relationship and that she"d known 
Jack was gay. 

“What about your parents?” he"d asked. “Do you think 
they know, like Shelly says?” 
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“| don"t know. Maybe | should have told them... 

especially about you. | want them to know about you.” 
“Aww, baby.” Evan had pulled him into a big hug, then 


broken away, looking around at the bathroom door. “Don"t 


worry. You"ll tell them when the time is right. Let"s just get 
home and take things slow for now.” 

“Your favorite saying,” Jack had said drily, then leaned 

up on his toes to kiss Evan's lips, pulling away hastily as the 
door squeaked open and someone thankfully not in their 
group came in. 

As the bus tires hummed, Jack's eyes finally closed, and 

he slept, songs from Rent running through his dreams. 

“I"M GLAD you guys are back,” Ren said as the Metro train 
pulled out of the station. 

He leaned against Steve, who held on to a pole. Jack 

looked at them, so comfortable and obviously in love, and 
snuggled closer to Evan, who was sitting next to him. Evan 
burst into a song from Rent, and Jack laughed, somehow not 
Surprised: 

“„Let"s open up a restaurant in Santa Fe...."” 

The Metro car filled with Evan"s voice, but the other 

riders seemed to pay no attention, even as Steve joined in, 
singing distinctly off-key, while Ren groaned. 


“So, that was some staff meeting today,” Jack said to 


Ren, in the hopes that this change in topic would keep Evan 
from jumping up and reenacting the whole subway scene. 
Evan just laughed and pulled Jack into a hug, kissing the 
top of his head. 

Electricity Sparks Inside of Me | QJ Elliott 

104 

“Yeah, | thought Lawrence was going to pop a blood 
vessel.” Ren chuckled. 

“Which one is Lawrence?” Steve asked, thankfully 

diverted from his tone-deaf vocals. 

“The older guy with the glasses, overweight, teaches 
classics. You"ve met him at one of the Christmas parties. 
Complete homophobe,” Ren answered. 

“Oh, right. Kinda creepy, as | recall.” Steve leaned his 

head against Ren"s shoulder. 

“A complete self-hating closet case,” Evan said, 

stretching out his long legs. “Anyway, forget Lawrence. They 


approved Rent! | still can't believe the trustees backed 
down!” 


“You can't?” Jack said, surprised. “You always seemed 


SO Sure.” 

“Fooled ya!” Evan squeezed him into a hug again as Ren 
and Steve laughed, and Jack shook his head. 

“Anyway, it"s great, and we have a lot to celebrate,” Ren 
said, looking from Evan to Jack and raising his eyebrows. 
“Rent is happening, you two are happening—” 

“Law school is happening!” Steve put in. “Georgetown 
U., here | come.” 

“Congratulations on that, man,” Jack said. 

“Yay,” Evan cried, then burst into song again. “,,Let"s 
open up a restaurant in Santa Fe...."” 

Steve joined in with Evan, and as their mismatched 

duet filled the Metro car, Ren and Jack smiled at each other 
and shrugged. 

“And save from devastation our brains."” 
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“WOO-HOO, celebrate, celebrate, dance to the music....” 
Having finally arrived at the club after listening to three 


full versions of Evan and Steve singing “Santa Fe,” Jack 


laughed at the sight of Evan, drink in hand, twirling around 
and singing at the top of his lungs. He looked around the 
club, still just as noisy and crowded as when he'd ventured 
into it the first time. Was that just a little over three months 
ago? How his life had changed. 

Evan danced over to him and threw his arm around his 
neck, pulling him toward him and planting a wet and dirty 
kiss that went straight to Jack's dick. Before he could 
respond, Evan had whirled away, and he and the same 
bartender from before were dancing with the bar between 
them, imitating each other"s moves. 

Jack had learned that the bartender"s name was 

Jeremy, and he seemed to be a good friend of Evan"s. When 
Evan introduced Jack to Jeremy as his boyfriend, Jeremy 

had raised his eyebrows and whistled. 

“How'd you pin this one down? That"s a feat, man.” 

Ren, standing with his arm around Steve, had laughed 

and nodded in agreement, while Evan had squeezed Jack 
and said laughingly, “Don't listen to them, baby. I"m easy to 


pin down when the right man does the pinning.” 


Jack sipped his beer, content to watch Evan for now, 


happy to be back in DC, happy to be celebrating, happy to 
be 


out as a couple with Evan. It felt almost surreal but 
somehow really good to stand in a gay club with other gay 
men and be fully himself. Evan stood talking with several 
men, most of them handsome, some wearing exotic clothes 
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and makeup. As he watched Evan, tall and gorgeous, 
laughing with his friends, he couldn"t help sending up a 
prayer of thanks that he was the one who'd managed to pin 
Evan down. 

Then Evan was back, standing behind him and putting 

his arms around his waist. 

“How're you doing, beautiful?” he asked, nuzzling Jack's 
ear, then licking his way down his neck. 

“Mmmm, real good.” 

“You want another drink? Jeremy"ll set you up. I"Il be 


right back. Just gotta pee.” And Evan was gone, heading 


toward the bathroom, stopping every few feet to talk or 
laugh 


with friends. 

Jack watched him go, then turned to the bar. Ren was 
lounging against it, and he smiled at Jack. 

“We haven't really had a chance to talk tonight,” Ren 
said, leaning closer to make himself heard over the music. 
“But | just wanted to tell you that it makes me happy to see 
you two together.” 

“Thanks, man.” 

“I mean it. Evan's my best friend. He"s amazing, but he"s 
always been looking for someone special.” 

Jack shook his head. “I find it hard to believe that he 
would have trouble finding someone.” 

“Oh, he"s never had trouble finding people; it"s finding 


someone where it"s special and it means something. He"s 
SO 


excited about you. | probably shouldn"t be telling you this. | 
don"t want to scare you away.” 
“Are you kidding?” Jack was about to say more, but 


Steve came up to Ren and put his hand on his arm. 


“Come on, honey. They"re playing our song.” 
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Ren laughed and put his drink down on the bar. “Duty 
Calls,” he joked, but he smiled happily as he followed Steve 
onto the dance floor. 

Jack took a sip of the new glass of beer that Jeremy had 
poured him and gazed toward the bathroom door. Ah, there 
was Evan right outside, talking with yet another guy, this 
time laughing and gesturing animatedly while the guy put 
his hand on Evan"s shoulder and leaned over to say 
something in his ear. 

“Hello.” 

An unfamiliar voice tore Jack away from his study of 

Evan, and he turned to look up at a tall, dark-haired guy 
who was smiling down at him. The guy was handsome and 
acted as if he knew it; clad in a tight black T-shirt, he 
seemed to be flexing his arm muscles just a bit as he moved 
in a little closer to Jack. 


“Uh, hi,” Jack finally responded, glancing back over to 


where Evan was standing, but his view was blocked by a 
mass of bodies moving on the dance floor. 

“You haven't been in here before, have you?” the guy 
asked, staring at him with a small smirk on his full lips. 
Jack suppressed the urge to laugh; the guy"s attempt to 
be sexy wasn't succeeding, at least not for Jack. 

“Uh, once before. I"m Jack.” 

“Oh! Yeah, sorry, my name's Dustin. Dustin Blake. Nice 
to meet you.” 

Dustin stuck out his hand, and Jack shook it. He 
dropped Dustin"s hand and picked up his beer. 

“So,” Dustin said, “what do you do, Jack?” 
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“Teach high school music, orchestra and band.” Jack 
knew he was being terse, but he had no real interest in 
having a conversation with this guy. 

“Hmm. Interesting. I"m a personal fitness coach, and | 
do some underwear modeling on the side.” 


Dustin seemed proud of this fact, and Jack almost 


laughed. He nodded and looked back out into the club. 
Where the hell was Evan? 

Jeremy leaned over the bar. “Hey, Jack, Evan tells me 

you play in a rock band. Cool. When"s your next gig?” 

“We just got booked for the Black Cat, a few weeks from 
now. Our first real gig, man.” 

Dustin butted into the conversation. “A band? Awesome, 
man. I"m a singer! Are you looking for a vocalist?” 

“Well, | sing, and so do several of the....” Jack trailed off; 
Dustin was paying no attention, instead grabbing a napkin 
off of the bar and yelling to Jeremy, “Hey, man! Bring mea 
pen!” 

Jeremy threw a pen at Dustin with a little more force 

than was strictly necessary, giving Jack a sly wink as Dustin 
ducked, then scrambled for it and started scribbling on the 
napkin. 

“Here,” Dustin said, shoving the napkin over to Jack. 
“Here"s my name and number. Call me and we'll discuss me 
singing for your band.” 


Inwardly shaking his head at Dustin"s cluelessness but 


with his Southern manners forbidding him from leaving the 
napkin on the bar, Jack picked it up and stuffed it in his 
pants pocket so he could throw it away later. He felt a large 
hand come around his neck and rest there, warm and 
vibrating, and he turned gratefully to Evan. Evan, however, 
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wasn't looking at him but at Dustin as he wrapped his other 
arm around Jack and pulled him close so his back rested 
snugly against Evan's body. 

“Hello, there, Dustin. How are you?” Evan purred, and 

Jack nearly snorted at the faux charm he oozed. Evan 
stroked Jack"s chest with one hand and dropped his chin on 
the top of Jack"s head. Jack imagined he was staring Dustin 
down. 

If there was a dangerous glint in Evan"s eyes, Dustin 
certainly seemed oblivious to it. He didn"t even look fazed. 
Jack did notice that he drew himself up a little so he would 
appear taller as he flashed his white teeth at Evan in a wide 


smile. 


“Hey, Evan! I"m great. Just talking shop with Jack here. 
Turns out we"re both musicians. So, Jack, what kind of 
music do you guys generally play?” 

Wow, this guy was so self-absorbed, he hadn't even 

heard Jeremy say “rock band.” Jack opened his mouth to 
answer, but Evan beat him to it. 

“Rock, Dustin, but | don"t really think it"s your kind of 
music. Aren"t you more into Miley Cyrus?” 

Jack couldn"t help snorting out a laugh at this but then 
shifted uncomfortably. Evan was holding him like he owned 
him, and what the fuck was up with him answering Dustin's 
question, as if Jack couldn"t answer for himself? 

Evan was really laying it on thick now, kissing along 

Jack"s temple, his lips clearly headed toward his mouth, and 
while Jack"s body automatically responded to Evan pressing 
his hard cock into him from behind, he felt a flash of anger 
and pulled his head away. 

Electricity Sparks Inside of Me | QJ Elliott 

110 


“What is it, baby?” Evan crooned, arms still firmly 


around him. 

Dustin had drifted off by now, probably looking for 
Someone who would show more interest in him. 

Feeling almost trapped, Jack said, “I gotta pee,” and 
pushed against Evan"s arm. 

Evan let go of him willingly enough, but Jack was 

floored by the next thing he said. 

“Okay. I"Il go with you.” 

Jack turned and stared at Evan. 

“Evan. What the fuck? You just went! What, now you 

want to chaperone me? Hold my dick so | don"t dribble? 
What"s with you? Oh, and | can answer my own questions, 
Okay?” 

Evan looked taken aback. “What? Oh. | just... oh shit, 

I"m sorry.” He sat down on a bar stool and wrapped his arms 
around himself, looking at Jack unhappily. “I didn"t mean to 
be so over the top. It"s just that... | don"t want any of these 
bastards in here to even look at you, let alone get their 
hands on you.” He sat up straighter, and his eyes flashed. 


“Fucking Dustin,” he muttered, clenching his fists. 


Evan was so damn adorable, Jack couldn"t stay mad. 
Besides, it was a turn-on seeing him get so jealous. Jack got 
in between Evan's legs, spreading them so he could get 
closer. Running his hands up Evan's thighs, Jack leaned in 


and whispered, “You"re fucking sexy when you"re jealous. 
Il 


be fast, and | won"t let anyone steal me in the bathroom. 
And 


then how about we get out of here?” 

He let his hand fall on the bulge in Evan"s pants, and 
Evan drew in a sharp breath, his eyes darkening. 
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“Good plan,” he whispered, putting his own hand over 
Jack"s and holding it there for a moment. 

Wishing he could pull down Evan's zipper and get his 
mouth on that cock right then and there, Jack turned to 
hurry to the bathroom. 

THEY took the Metro from the club and then walked the few 
blocks from the Dupont Circle stop to Evan's place, Jack 


aching to feel Evan's skin with his mouth, his tongue, his 


fingers. They fell through the door of Evan's apartment, 
hands all over each other, kissing frantically. 

Evan pulled at Jack"s pants as Jack worked on Evan"s 

belt buckle, muttering, 

“Damn belt. Why do you wear these things?” He worked 
furiously, then said, “Yes!” as the belt slid off. 

Evan chuckled, unsnapping Jack"s pants, then paused 

as a white square fell to the floor. As he stooped to pick it 
up, Jack ran his hands through Evan's thick hair but 
flinched at the look on Evan"s face when he raised his head. 
“What the fuck is this?” Evan held out the napkin with 
Dustin"s name and phone number scribbled on it. 

Surprised at Evan"s reaction, Jack said, “Oh, | thought 

you saw him give it to me. It"s—” 

“Why did you take it? Fuck, Jack!” Evan loomed over 

him, angry, and Jack felt threatened for just a second, then 
exhaled as his cock sprang to attention. Jesus Christ, a 
possessive, jealous Evan turned him on. A lot. 

“I took it because—hey, listen, | have no interest in 


Dustin.” 
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Jack stopped talking when he felt his back against the 

door; Evan had been moving in on him, backing him up, 
without him even noticing. He looked up at Evan, his dick so 
hard it ached. 

“That's it,” Evan said, jaw tight. “I"m never taking you to 
another gay club. Fucking bastards can't keep their hands 
off you.” He stared at Jack, then lifted his hand to run his 
thumb along Jack"s bottom lip. 

“You're so fucking gorgeous,” he whispered. 

Jack was rendered speechless by a mass of conflicting 
emotions: he wanted to protest, argue, reassure, but more 
than any of that, he wanted Evan to take him. He wanted to 
be fucked. 

Not knowing how to express any of that in words, Jack 
stared at Evan and, without breaking his gaze, started to 
unbutton his shirt. Evan gaped as Jack took it off and 
dropped it on the floor, and Jack"s breathing got erratic 


when he saw the way Evan was looking at him. 


“What do you think you"re doing?” Evan asked. His voice 
was dangerously quiet, his body practically vibrating with 
tension. 

Feeling a thrill of excitement mixed with a hint of fear, 

Jack answered by unsnapping his pants and slowly pulling 
down the zipper, revealing his briefs, through which his hard 
cock was clearly outlined. 

Evan's mouth fell open, and then he said softly, 

“Goddamn it, Jack, you"re asking for it.” 

Again Jack said nothing, just lolled his head back 

against the door, baring his neck, one hand on top of the 
bulge in his underwear, looking up at Evan through his 
eyelashes, his lips parted. 
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“Fuck!” Evan exhaled and then took him by the 

shoulders, turned him, and started marching him backward 
toward the bedroom, Jack stumbling from Evan's insistent 
pace. Evan said nothing, just moved Jack until his legs hit 


the side of the bed, then pressed down on his shoulders so 


Jack was sitting, Evan standing over him. 

Staring at Jack, Evan unzipped his pants, and it was 

Jack"s turn to gape; Evan had gone commando, and his cock 
was right there: hard, big, and tantalizing. 

“Pull it out,” Evan commanded, and Jack jumped to 


comply, taking hold of it, feeling the smooth skin, watching 
it 


move between his fingers. He brought his other hand so he 
could feel all of it at once. Evan closed his eyes for a 
moment, then opened them and pinned Jack with a 
penetrating stare. 

“Suck me.” Fuck, Jack couldn"t wait. He leaned down to 
get his mouth on it, then stopped. 

“Hold on,” he said, getting off the bed. 

He fell to his knees, then took Evan's cock in his mouth, 
loving the warm, slightly salty thickness of it stretching his 
lips. 

Evan inhaled sharply and put his hand on Jack"s head. 
“That"s my boy,” he murmured. 


Jack opened his mouth as wide as he could, wanting to 


make it good for Evan. Evan had his hands on Jack"s head, 
and he stared down at him, watching, as Jack slid his 

mouth up and down his cock. 

“So good, baby,” Evan said. “Your lips were made for 
sucking cock.” Evan started to breathe faster. “Every man in 


that bar wanted you. They wanted to get their hands all 
over 
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your hot little body. They wanted that mouth of yours.... Oh 
fuck, faster, your fucking mouth—God!” 

Evan pulled Jack"s head forward while Jack sucked and 
Slobbered a bit, trying not to gag with the way Evan was 
thrusting into his mouth. His knees hurt and his legs 
trembled, but he didn"t care. 

He was caught off guard when Evan gave a loud cry and 
came, faster than he ever had so far. Jack choked and 
spluttered as the come shot down his throat, Evan's hand 
anchoring his head as he spasmed through his orgasm. 


After Evan stopped moving, they stayed put, breathing 


hard, Jack content to hold Evan"s cock in his mouth for as 
long as Evan wanted him to. Evan finally sighed and put his 
hand on the side of Jack"s face, pulling his dick gently out of 
Jack"s mouth. He ran his thumb over Jack's bottom lip. 
“Whose boy are you, baby?” he purred. 

“Yours.” The word came out like a croak, and Jack 
swallowed, then cleared his throat. 

“Damn right, you are.” 

Evan put his hands under Jack"s arms and pulled him 

up. Jack thought he was going to kiss him, but instead he 
flung Jack onto the bed and pulled off his unzipped pants, 
followed by his briefs. Jack"s mouth felt sore, his knees 
ached, but his cock stiffened when Evan ran his hands over 
it. Jack spread his legs wider and thrust up into Evan's 
hands. 

“That's my little slut. You want it, don"t you?” Evan 
murmured and kissed the top of Jack"s cock, flicking his 
tongue back and forth over the slit. 

Jack moaned out, “Yeah.” 
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Evan sucked the head of Jack"s cock into his mouth, 

and just as Jack started to writhe with pleasure, he pulled 
off. Jack stared at him, cock aching. 

“| don"t know if | should give it to you,” Evan said, 

staring him down in turn. “You took that note. The very first 
night | take you out, there you are taking other guys" 
numbers.” He tightened his grip on Jack"s dick a fraction. 
“Uhh. Evan.” Jack gasped, desperate for him to get back 

to bringing him off. “I was gonna throw that away, | just took 
it to be nice.” 

Evan gave his cock one hard stroke, then ghosted his 

lips over the top, peering at him through his eyelashes. “To 
be nice? Your Southern manners are going to get you in 
trouble one of these days.” 

Jack thrust up, vainly trying to get Evan to suck him 

into his mouth again. 

“Oh no, my little hot tease. | want to hear you ask me, 

all polite, the way they do in the South.” Evan resumed 


flicking his tongue, teasing Jack"s slit. 


“Shit.” 

“Shit? That"s not very polite.” Jack moaned as Evan 

sucked his cock in, then came off with a wet, loud noise. 
“Umm, please. Would you please suck me?” He saw 
Evan's mouth curve into a grin, then groaned with relief as 
Evan took his entire cock into his mouth. 

“Oh, yeah, oh please, please, please....” Jack chanted 

the word over and over, then broke off with a strangled cry 
as he fell over the edge and came. 

Evan held his cock in his mouth through the 

aftershocks, swallowing and humming. He sounded happy, 
the evil fucker. Jack couldn"t do anything but lie there, and 
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he didn"t move when Evan gently let his cock fall out of his 
mouth and came to lie down next to him. They looked at the 
ceiling together, arms touching, bodies relaxed, the energy 
that hummed between them faint but still present. 

“Well,” said Evan. 


“Well,” replied Jack. 


They looked at each other and started laughing at the 
same time. 

“What the fuck was that?” asked Evan, chuckling. 

“I was gonna ask you the same thing,” Jack said. “l 
liked it, though.” 

“Me too. God, baby, you get me going. I"ve never been so 
hot for anyone in my life.” Evan turned on his side and 
looked down at Jack. “Did | get too toppy for you?” He 
smirked, not looking too worried about it. 

“Evan. You know the answer to that. You might get a bit 
too toppy for me out there when you"re answering my 
questions for me and trying to chaperone me to the 
bathroom, but here? | mean, whoa.” 

Evan shook his head. “I"m gonna have to watch it with 


the jealous and possessive stuff. It just comes out when | 
see 


you surrounded by all those men.” 
“Hey, if it gets you going like that, | don"t mind.” Jack 
ran his hand through Evan's hair. He stopped, because Evan 


was looking at him so seriously all of a sudden. 


“What?” Jack asked. 

Evan's voice was soft. “I really want to fuck you right 
now.” 

Jack smiled slowly up at him. 

“You want to fuck me, huh?” 

“Yes.” Evan whispered it. 
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“Please do,” Jack replied. 

Evan fell back laughing. “Southern manners to the end!” 
He leaned over again and captured Jack's lips in a searing 
kiss. 

Suddenly, he pulled his mouth away, sat up, and said, 
“Shit.” 

Jack sat up, too, asking, “What?” 

Evan looked around the room, frowning. 

“This is your first time! | was gonna have candles, and 
wine, and music, and rose petals on the bed. Damn.” He 
jumped up, and Jack chuckled. 


“| don"t care about that.” 


Evan didn"t answer; he rummaged through a drawer, 
then said, “Aha!” 

Pulling out a red candle, he stuck it on the dresser while 
Jack admired his ass, then said, “Hold on!” and ran out of 
the room. 

Jack lay back down and floated for a bit. He was looking 


forward to this, he decided. He wanted Evan in every way 
he 


could get him. He just hoped it wouldn"t hurt too much.... 
“Okay!” Evan was back with a bottle of wine, two 
glasses, and a CD in his hand. 

“Merlot!” He lifted the bottle in one hand. “Goldfrapp!” 
He held up the CD in the other. He set them down on the 
dresser, and Jack saw that he was also holding a box of 
matches. 

“You must have been a Boy Scout. You"re so prepared,” 
Jack commented as Evan lit the match and held it to the 
candlewick. 
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“Uh, no, Jackson, | was never a Boy Scout. Okay, let me 
put on the CD and pour you a glass of wine.... Sorry about 
no rose petals.” 

Jack snorted. “Wouldn"t those just be a mess, though? 

And stick to your body in all kinds of weird places?” 

Evan looked at him sadly. “Romance is lost on you, | 

see.” He turned on the stereo and music filled the room. 
After lowering the volume, murmuring, “Softer is better,” he 
poured two glasses of wine and brought them over, setting 
them down on the bedside table. Then he looked around. 
“One more thing.” He walked to the wall and turned off 
the light so that the room was illuminated only by the soft 
flickering of the candle, picked up the bottle of wine, and 
came back to the bed. Setting the wine bottle down on the 
bedside table, he climbed in next to Jack, kissed him, then 
picked up the wineglasses and gave him one. 

“You do know how to treat a boy right,” Jack said. 

Evan smiled happily. “I"m glad you approve.” He held up 
his glass—“Now here's a toast”—and waited until Jack held 


up his glass in turn. 


“To us,” Evan said. “And to your first time; I"m honored 
that it"s with me.” 

“To us,” Jack repeated and sipped his wine, watching 

Evan do the same. 

They leaned toward each other and kissed, tasting wine 
on tongues, then pulled apart. Jack took a few more gulps. 
Wine wasn't usually his thing, but he wanted to be as 
relaxed as he could. Evan watched him down the wine and 
raised his eyebrow. 

“No hurry,” he said. “We've got all night. Besides, I"ve got 
better ways to relax you.” 
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Jack shook his head. “I"m that obvious, huh?” 

Evan took Jack"s glass and set it down along with his 

own, then turned and gathered Jack into his arms. Jack 


could feel Evan"s breath along his temple as he murmured 
to 


him. 


“Baby, you should have seen me before my first time. | 


was a mess, and it was kind of a disaster. It"s not gonna be 
perfect, but it"s only the beginning.” 

Jack nodded. “So, how's this gonna work?” He bit his 

lip, feeling like an awkward teenager all of a sudden. 

Evan pulled back to look at him, his eyes warm, his face 
soft. 

“I"m going to take real good care of you, we"re going to 
take it slow, and you"re going to tell me if you need me to 
stop. Okay?” 

“Yeah.” Jack felt himself letting go, and as his body 
relaxed, his desire began to build. He ran his hand down 


Evan"s warm body until he found his cock, and he gripped 
it, 


not surprised to find it hardening instantly at his touch. 
“Have | ever told you how much | like your cock?” Jack 
drawled, stroking slowly up the shaft. 

“Ummm, yeah, | think you did,” Evan whispered, then 
turned Jack onto his back and climbed on top of him. “l 
think it"s time to stop talking, though.” 


JACK lay sideways on the bed, Evan holding him tightly 


around the waist from behind and slowly entering him. It 
hurt, and for a while there Jack had thought it wasn"t going 
to work, even with Evan having opened him up patiently 
with his tongue and then his fingers and using tons of lube. 
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Evan's cock was big. Really, really big, Jack thought 

and winced as Evan moved again. He felt impossibly 
stretched, but he was just glad Evan had managed to get it 
in him at all after failing the first few attempts. 

“It'll get better, | promise,” Evan had kept whispering, 

and Jack hoped so. 

“Breathe out, sweetheart,” Evan said now, stroking Jack 
soothingly. Jack exhaled, and Evan moved his cock in 
another fraction. “How"re you doing?” Evan asked, his voice 
breathless. 

Deciding Evan had the patience of a saint, Jack said, 
“Okay,” and realized that he meant it. Even through his 
discomfort he felt taken care of, cherished, even, and it was 


kind of amazing to feel Evan inside him. 


He sighed, and Evan stopped moving immediately, 
asking, “Do you need me to pull out?” 

“No. Not at all. Keep going, | like you inside me.” 

Evan huffed out a laugh and kissed Jack"s neck. “Okay, 
almost there. Relax and breathe out for me. Ahh—oh God, 
you feel so good.” 

Evan moved in a bit more, and Jack felt a jolt of 

pleasure inside the pain. 

“There.” 

“There, baby?” Evan moved just a fraction. 

“Unh. Yeah,” Jack panted, the pleasure beginning to 
spread as Evan rocked ever so slightly into him. 

“Yes,” Evan whispered, continuing to move inside him 
very gently but steadily, and Jack"s mouth fell open as Evan 
hit his sweet spot over and over, and desire overtook the 
pain. 
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“Ah, fuck, Evan, that feels....” Jack couldn"t talk 


anymore; Evan"s cock was causing every nerve ending to 


catch fire, and he moaned, feeling his own cock harden. 
“That's it, baby,” Evan crooned to him. “Wanna make 

you feel so good.” 

Evan"s hands crept up Jack"s chest; he pulled on Jack"s 
nipples while he sucked on Jack"s neck, continuing to move 
his cock slowly inside. 

Jack writhed a bit; he"d never felt so stimulated. 

Something about the way Evan's cock filled him up. He 
couldn"t—he wanted—he pushed back against Evan, who 
gasped and thrust in deeper, and God, that was even better. 
“Holy shit,” Jack breathed, feeling the sparks of 

pleasure turning into a wave; he closed his eyes and saw 
images of hot lava, and he groaned as the sensations flowed 
over him, losing all awareness of anything but the heat that 
was slowly consuming him, and the feeling of Evan all 
around him, in him, and the sound of Evan moaning out his 
name. 

He lost all sense of time, but when he felt Evan"s hand 
around his cock, minutes or hours or days later, Jack's 


whole body stiffened, and he was hit without warning with 


the most intense orgasm he'd ever experienced, freefalling 
as 


his body rocked with wave after exquisite wave. Through the 
haze of his own pleasure, Jack dimly heard Evan crying out 
and felt him stiffen and shake in turn, his grip on Jack"s 
body becoming almost painful. 

Their bodies collapsed limp at the same time; they lay 
unmoving, panting, and Jack felt Evan"s heart rate gradually 
slowing down against his back. 
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“Jesus. Jack. Oh my God, baby.” Evan sounded 

wrecked. “Hold on.” He slowly withdrew his cock, and Jack 
winced, then felt empty for a moment while Evan got off the 
bed to deposit the condom. Then Evan was back on him, 
pulling him over to his other side, kissing him all over his 
face, saying, “Sweetie. Oh, baby.” 

Jack felt incapable of speaking, and that was okay with 

him because the only thing ringing through his mind at the 


moment was / love you, | love you, | love you, and he didn"t 


know if Evan was ready to hear that. He finally croaked out, 
“Evan? | think I"m gonna like this.” 

Evan laughed and hugged him tight, saying, “Thank 

God! I"m glad | didn"t screw it up.” 

“You were worried?” 

“Petrified, baby.” 

Jack laughed as Evan resumed kissing him and 

murmuring endearments. He lay still, exhausted but happy, 
feeling Evan"s arms and lips, holding on, and giving thanks 
to God that he"d made himself walk into that club all those 
months ago. 

THEY walked through the traffic circle in front of Union 
Station, snow drifting down and settling on their shoulders. 
Jack kept glancing over at Evan; he thought he"d never get 
tired of his face, and he looked particularly good to Jack with 
the snowflakes clinging to his eyelashes, his cheeks ruddy, 
his full lips parted, breath making visible clouds in the frigid 
air. Jack"s eyes fell on Evan's red cashmere scarf, flung 
jauntily around his neck, his fur-trimmed coat, his long legs, 


jeans stuffed into his boots. He looked good, better than 
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good, as always. Jack never imagined he'd be so interested 
in another guy"S appearance, but Evan was amazing to look 
at. 

“| love this building,” Evan commented, staring at the 
imposing edifice, seemingly oblivious to Jack"s study of him. 
“| love that they restored it. It"s so cool inside now.” 
“Um-hm,” Jack said, not really caring about historic 
preservation when he and Evan were about to be separated 
for two whole weeks. 

He took Evan"s hand, and Evan glanced over with a look 

of surprise. Jack usually reserved his displays of affection for 
when they were alone or with friends. Evan squeezed his 
hand and made as if to drop it, but Jack clung to his hand 
stubbornly, and Evan smiled at that. 

When they walked by a uniformed man ringing a bell 

next to the Salvation Army kettle, Jack automatically 
reached into his pocket for some spare change and threw it 


in the bucket, nodding at the man, who said, “Bless you. 


Merry Christmas.” 

“Aw, you"re blessed now,” said Evan, and they let go of 
their hands to negotiate the doors that led into the 
cavernous lobby. 

The shops and restaurants were trimmed in lights and 
evergreen wreaths, Christmas music drifted through the air, 
and the lobby was jammed with holiday travelers, criss- 
crossing in front of Jack and Evan, pulling their wheeled 
Suitcases and glancing at their watches. Jack took Evan"s 
hand again, liking how his own was engulfed by Evan's 
larger one. He was beginning to feel the loss of Evan for the 
holidays like a physical ache. 
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Last night, when he and his band had finally played 

their first gig at the Black Cat, Evan had sat front and 
center, watching, beaming, and nodding his head, 


applauding enthusiastically after each number. He"d been 
SO 


loud with his approval, and he was always so glittery in 


general, that he"d garnered almost as much attention as the 
band, but Jack didn"t mind. He was used to Evan attracting 
attention. 

Jack smiled, looking down at his and Evan's joined 

hands, remembering how he'd held on to his hand last night 


after their gig so he could finally come out to his 
bandmates. 


He walked over to Evan and took his hand, gazing down 
at his beaming face. When Evan started to withdraw his 


hand, Jack held on, shaking his head. He pulled Evan’s arm 
a 


little, saying, “Hey, come here. | want you to meet the 
guys.” 


Evan looked pleased as he unfolded his long legs from 
under the table and stood up, then glanced over at Jack with 
some surprise because Jack continued to hold his hand as 


they approached the stage where the guys were still 
packing 


up. They looked up, all except for Terry, who was fiddling 
around with a drumhead cover, and Jorge and Nick widened 


their eyes while Kyle’s mouth curved upward in a small 
smile. 


“So, guys, you remember Evan Roderick. We saw him 
perform a few months ago. | wanted you to meet him again 
because... um, ‘cause he’s my guy.” 

Jack’s face grew hot, but he kept his chin up and met the 


surprised looks head-on as Evan’s hand tightened around 
his. 


Kyle’s smile widened, and he stepped forward and offered 
his 


hand, which Evan shook with his free one. 
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“Hey, man. I’m Kyle. That’s Nick and that’s Jorge. Oh, 

and Terry’s over there.” 

“Hi,” Evan said breezily. “You all sounded really good 
tonight. It’s cool how you play off one another and trade riffs 


back and forth. How did you come up with that breakdown 
for 


the last one you played?” 
The guys seemed to loosen up a bit at that, and they 
began to talk music with Evan, who had dropped hands and 


now had his arm draped casually over Jack’s shoulder with 


his palm resting on Jack’s chest. Jack moved closer in and 
put 


his arm around Evan’s back. 

So this was his big coming out with the band. Jack 

smiled to himself as he listened to Jorge and Evan talk bass 
lines while Nick put his two cents in. He caught Kyle noticing 
and smiling back at him, and they exchanged a look that 
warmed Jack. He laughed outright when Terry finally 
emerged from his drum packing, regarded Jack and Evan, 
and said, “Dude, aren’t you gonna introduce me to your 
boyfriend too? Drummers always get left out.” 

They made their way to the gate for Evan's train to New 
York City, stopping at a food kiosk to get him a bagel and 
coffee to take with him. 

“Is Jerry meeting you at Penn Station?” Jack asked, just 

to have something to say to delay the inevitable. 

“Naw, it"s just as easy for me to take the subway to his 
place. There"s a stop a few blocks away.” 

“Okay.” Jack looked down at the cement floor, studying 


a wrapper from a PayDay candy bar. He felt Evan's hand on 


his arm and looked up to see him smiling softly down at 
him. 
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“Hey,” Evan said. “Cheer up, honey. It"s only two 

weeks.” 

“Yeah. Listen, man, have a good time with your 

brother.” Jack turned to go, suddenly embarrassed that he 
was being so emotional and angry that he couldn"t throw 
himself into Evan"s arms and give him a big kiss right there. 
Evan turned him back around gently, then looked over 

to one side and started walking, pulling Jack along. 

Jack had just time to see that it was the men's room 

before they were walking through the door. Someone was 
exiting as they entered, but otherwise the room was empty. 
Evan pulled him steadily along and into the last stall, the 
one with the HANDICAPPED sign. Closing the door behind 
them, Evan set his coffee cup on the ledge, dropped his bag 
off his shoulder, and opened his arms. 


Jack flung his arms around Evan and rested his head 


on his shoulder as Evan laid kisses on his hair. He soaked in 
Evan's energy, the positive hum that seemed to vibrate 
through him always, and sighed, feeling Evan drop his head 
down to nuzzle his face against his own. 

He put his hand on the back of Evan"s neck, and Evan 
looked up, then leaned in to kiss him. He pressed his lips to 
Evan's, trying to memorize their soft fullness, running his 
tongue along the bottom lip and his favorite lip freckle. They 
finally pulled their lips apart; Evan made a small sound and 
clutched Jack against him tightly, whispering, “I"m gonna 
miss you so much. Don"t think that | won't.” 

“I'll miss you too. Don"t get into any trouble.” Jack"s 

voice was muffled, his face squashed against Evan"s 
shoulder. 
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Evan pulled away and laughed. “Oh, | plan to, though. 

You too, baby. Although Cabot might not have as many 
opportunities as New York to get into trouble.” 


“Yeah. You never know, though. | might run wild in 


Brail"s.” 

They hugged again, laughing; then Evan pushed the 

stall door open and they walked out, passing by an elderly 
black gentleman at the urinal who looked at them askance. 
JACK sat on the living room couch, stuffed full of Christmas 


breakfast casserole, gazing idly at the sea of wrapping 
paper 


and ribbon strewn haphazardly across the floor. Christmas 
at home was predictable, comforting—caroling through the 
neighborhood last night while carrying candles with 
cardboard squares so the wax didn"t drip on their hands, 
Midnight service at the church, coming home to drink hot 
cocoa while they filled the stockings and put the presents 
under the tree. 

His mom held on to all the family traditions: stockings 

must be emptied first thing on Christmas morning while the 


coffee brewed and the egg casserole warmed up in the 
oven. 


Presents were to be opened after breakfast, and in a specific 
order, youngest to oldest, with everyone only opening one 


present at a time so the others could ooh and ahh. Then 


came a break in the scheduled activities to give time for the 
turkey to roast and for his mom and his aunts to work their 
wonders in the kitchen. 

He yawned and stretched. He'd only been home for three 
days, and he was already looking forward to leaving—not 
because he didn"t enjoy home but because Evan was out 
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there somewhere in New York City looking fabulous, and the 
thought that he couldn"t see him and touch him for another 
ten days was starting to drive him crazy. Not that he hadn"t 
heard from him. In fact, Evan had been texting him almost 
constantly since he"d gotten there, and Jack had put his 
phone on vibrate after the third text tone, when his mother 
had said, “My, you get a lot of messages. Can"t work leave 
you alone for the holidays?” 

Evan's texts ran the gamut from silly to sweet. 

Matzo ball soup, nectar of the gods. Or so my aunt thinks. 
XXOO 


Hv u run wild in Brails yet. Save me some cheese dip. 


XXOO 

Jerry wants to know ur phone #. Im not giving it, hes 
trying to blackmail me!! xxoo 

I miss ur lips. & other things. R U alive? xxoo 

Jack got up and sneaked away to his bedroom to have a 
text exchange. 

Im alive. Stuffed. Mom keeps feeding me. Want u. 

Want u 2. Did i ever tell u that i like u? True. xxoo 

no u didn’t tell me but i kinda figured it out. ur the best 
no ur the best. Like u a lot. Now im gonna keep saying it. 
Do u miss me? 

Silly man, | missed u as soon as u left. | Miss u now. | 
miss ur lips 2. 

I wish ur lips were here on my lips. xxoo 

| wish ur lips were on my everything. 

Ur everything? Jackson, naughty boy. xxoo 

Ur the 1 who got me this naughty. xxoo2 

Imma need phone sex after this, u r getting me turned on. 
Ill call u later 2night ok? Gotta go. Save ur lips 4 me. 
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my lips r here 4 u always. xxxooo 

xxxooo2. Later 

Later. Ill keep texting but u don’t have 2 reply. Talk 2 u 
2nite, <3 

Jack pocketed his phone so he could feel the vibration 

of Evan"s texts and walked back downstairs, sniffing the 
redolent air appreciatively. He greeted Aunt Lynn and Aunt 
Brenda in the kitchen, allowing them to exclaim over him for 
a while before heading down to knock on Shelly"s bedroom 
door. 

She'd vanished after the present opening. He was 

worried, as always, about her, even though she seemed 
happier than she"d been in a long time, or maybe not 
happier, but somehow more at peace. He was glad that she 
hadn"t gone through with her decision to stop seeing her 
therapist, Joanne; maybe the therapy was actually working 
this time. 

“Yeah? Go away.” 


“Shelly, open up, it"s me.” 


The door opened. “Why didn"t you say so? Come in, big 
bro.” 

Jack walked in and looked around. Her room was 
cleaner than he'd seen it in a long time. 

“Whoa. What came over you? This place looks great.” 
Shelly smiled a mysterious smile. “Just weeding things 
out and putting things in order.” 

“Oh, well, that"s good. Hey, you want to come to Brail"s 


with me and the guys tomorrow? Art and Kyle want me to 


meet them there. Can't pass up an invitation for cheese 
dip.” 


He hadn't really meant to invite her, but as he said it, 

he realized that he really wanted her along. He felt so much 
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closer to her since November and his revelations about 
being 


gay and Evan. 
“Um, no, that"s okay. | don"t think the guys want me 
tagging along.” 


“Come on, Shells, we"re not kids anymore. It's not like 


you have cooties. Besides, | just want you with me.” 
Nonplussed to see Shelly's eyes fill with tears, he walked 
closer, putting his hand on her shoulder. She turned away 
quickly and rubbed her eyes with her sleeve, then turned 
back, and the look on her face was intense. 

“Il love you, Jack. | want you to know that, whatever 


happens. You"ve been the best big brother a girl could 
have.” 


Wondering why she was being so serious, Jack 
responded, “Love you too. Now, come on. I"m going to beat 


you at a game of Monopoly while we wait for the turkey to 
be 


done.” 

She laughed, suddenly again the bright-faced imp that 

he loved, and walked out of the room, saying over her 
shoulder, “Dream on, big bro.” 

THE day after Christmas, Jack sprawled out at the linoleum 
table in Brail"s, eating cheese dip and listening to Kyle and 
Art argue about the Razorbacks. Shelly sat beside them, not 
really joining in but smiling benignly. Art turned to Jack. 


“Come on, Grady! Don't just sit there like a lump. Help 


me out here. They should've kicked that running back off 
the 


team two seasons ago, right?” 

Kyle leaned over. “Don't listen to him. He doesn"t know 
what he's talking about. As usual.” 
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Art drew himself up and glared at Kyle. “I resent that 
remark! And shave that beard off. It makes you look like a 
Peeping Tom.” 

“What?” 

“Okay, not a Peeping Tom, more like a hobo....” 

Jack smiled, letting the familiar voices of his friends 

wash over him, thinking about kissing Evan in the bathroom 
of Union Station. How did Evan always know what he 
needed? He"d never been read like a book by anyone 
before.... It was almost freaky, but in a good way. 

He felt his phone vibrate and pulled it out. 

Still saving ur lips? ur hot. Just in case u didnt know xxoo 


He stared at the screen, a goofy grin breaking out on his 


face, then looked up as he realized the table had gone 
silent. 


Shelly and Kyle gazed at him with knowing smiles on their 
faces while Art just looked confused. He snapped his hand in 
front of Jack's face. 

“Earth to Jack. What"s gotten into you, boy? And who 

keeps texting you? If | didn"t know any better, I"d think you 
had a secret lover or something.” Art looked around at the 
rest of them. “What? Okay, who's gonna let Papa Art in on 
what"s going on?” 

Jack"s mouth grew dry, until he realized that here at the 


table sat three of the few people that knew he was gay, two 
of 


whom already knew about Evan. And he was in the middle 
of 


Brail"s. The clash of his two worlds had him dizzy for a 
moment. He looked around and then leaned forward to talk 
in a low voice, Art leaning over to hear him. 

“Um, Art, you know the thing I told you last year, and 

you were the only one?” 
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Art"s eyes grew wide, and he nodded, then looked at 

Kyle and Shelly. 

“A few more people know, like these two. And they know 
something else that | haven"t gotten around to telling you. | 


have a boyfriend named Evan.” Jack felt like he was 
glowing, 


he was so damn proud all of a sudden to be able to say 
Evan"s name out loud, to claim him as his own. 

“Damn, boy!” Art sat back, looking pleased. “So, what"s 
he like?” 

Jack was about to answer when Shelly piped up. 

“He"s awesome. So sexy. He"s tall and handsome, but 
he"s so nice. You can tell he really loves Jack too.” 

Art stared. “You met him?” 

Kyle put in, “Yeah, I"ve met him too, but in DC. Shelly 
met him here when Jack came for the competition.” 

“I feel left out,” Art pouted. “When do I get to meet him?” 
“I don"t know, man, but Shelly"s right,” said Kyle. “He"s 


an awesome dude. And you should hear him sing. Unreal. 


Yeah, | don"t know how little buddy snagged him, but—” 
He laughed and blocked Jack"s fake punch. 

Jack laughed back, happy and still kind of incredulous 

that he was sitting in Brail"s with his friends and his sister 
and having this conversation. 

He said to Art, “You"ll meet him. I"m sure of that. Um, 
excuse me, all, | need to do something.” 

He opened his phone as the others chatted on about 

him and Evan and tapped out a text: my /ios r yrs. sis & Kyle 
r singing yr praises. YOU ARE THE BEST. thot id spell it out 
this time xxoo 

He hit Send, then sat back and served himself some 

more cheese dip, waiting for the phone to buzz. 
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JACK strummed his dad"s old acoustic as he stretched out 
on the sofa. It was two days after Christmas, and he had no 
plans other than kicking back, playing music, eating more 
leftovers, and texting Evan. His cock stirred as he recalled 


their phone sex session last night, all the hotter because he 


had to stay quiet as he lay in his childhood bedroom with his 
baseball trophies and viola awards staring him in the face. 
He shook his head; he didn"t really want to get a hard-on 
sitting here in the living room with his mother steps away in 
the kitchen. 

“Shell? Shell! It"s time to wake up.” He heard his mother 
calling down the stairs and glanced at his watch. Ten a.m. 
Yeah, she"d had enough lazing around. Deciding he was 
going to challenge her to another game of Monopoly, Jack 
walked into the kitchen. 

“Il go down and get her out of bed, the lazypants,” he 

told his mom, who nodded and turned back to slicing up 
some more turkey for sandwiches. 

Looking back, Jack felt like he should have known, 

should have picked up on it the day before when he'd seen 


her room all neat and her getting teary and saying she 
loved 


him. But he had no inkling as he paused outside her door 
and pounded on it. 


“Up and at "em, Shells!” Silence. “Okay, get decent, 


because I"m coming in there to get you.” 

He swung the door open and walked toward the bed, 

still not registering the empty pill bottle on the floor or the 
arm dangling out of the sheet at an awkward angle. 
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“Come on, wake up. We have a Monopoly—” He peered 

at her more closely, pulled the sheet down, and panicked. 
“Holy shit! Shelly, no, no... goddamn it!” He started to 
shake her, then made himself calm down so he could take 
her pulse. It was still there, but faint. He ran to the bottom 
of the stairs. 

“Mom! Mom! Call 911, Shelly"s done it again.” He turned 
back to the bedroom, his eyes filling with tears while rage 
bubbled up inside of him. 

“Fuck. Goddamn motherfucking sonofabitch.” 

He wanted to shake Shelly until she stopped being sick, 
until she became his sister again. He sank down on the floor 
beside her and held her hand. 


“Why do you keep doing this to me?” he whispered, 


knowing dimly that it wasn"t even about him but feeling like 
she'd just kicked him in the gut ten times over. 

His mom ran into the room, crying, and he got to his 

feet. “She's still breathing, Mom. Is 911 coming?” 

“Yes. Oh God, | pray you spare my little girl.” She sank 
down beside Shelly and laid her head on Shelly"s chest. 
“Where's Dad?” 

“He went out to the hardware store. Will you call him on 

his cell? | plumb forgot.” His mom dropped her head back 
onto Shelly and began to murmur out a prayer. 

Hands shaking, Jack took out his cell phone to call his 

dad and almost lost it when he saw the picture of Evan on 
his screensaver. His longing for Evan to be there in that 
moment was intense, but he had to put it aside as his dad"s 
voice came on the phone. 

They heard voices and feet upstairs, and Jack went out 

to meet the EMTs. It was Fred Johnson and Mike Stans, 
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both guys he"d gone to school with. They clapped their 
hands 


on his shoulder as they passed into the bedroom. He didn"t 
follow, not wanting to see them pick her up in their large 
hands and put her onto the stretcher. Then he remembered 
his mom and went in to make sure she was okay. 

She was standing, huddled over, arms crossed, as Fred 

and Mike tended to Shelly. He walked over and drew her into 
a hug, holding her close as she collapsed against him. He 
looked over her head at the wall, a bleak sense of despair 
washing over him. This is never going to get any better. 

His dad came running into the room, stood for a 

moment looking at Shelly being placed on a stretcher, then 
came over to Jack and his mom, put his arms around them 
both, and started to weep. 

Fighting against the hopelessness, Jack said to his 

parents, “Should we call Joanne?” 

His mom picked her head up from his dad"s shoulder. 

“Oh yes, would you please, honey? Oh my God, I"m so glad 


you"re here.” 


He patted his mom and dad on the back a few more 
times, then drew away and got out his phone. Buzz. Evan"s 


text lit up his screen, and all he really wanted to do was 
read 


it and text him back. Ignoring it for now, he scrolled to 
where 


he'd stored Joanne"s number in his contact list. 

JACK stood in the empty house, watching the back of the 
ambulance disappear down the street. A few neighbors had 
gathered to gawk but then turned and slowly went back 
inside. His parents were riding with Shelly in the ambulance, 
and he was to follow shortly in their car. 
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Numb, he felt his phone buzz. Not bothering to read the 
text, he pushed Send. 

“Well, there's my boy! How are you, honey? Sick of my 
texts yet?” 

Oh God. Hearing Evan"s voice made him lose the 


tenuous control he"d been keeping over his emotions, and 
he 


couldn'"t stifle the sob that ripped out of his throat. 
“Jack? What's wrong? What is it?” 

Jack cleared his throat, trying to get hold of himself 
enough to talk. 

“Shelly....” 

“Oh fuck no. Is she? Shit, baby, no.” 

“No, she's alive, but... she did it again. And | found her 
again.” 

Jack started crying in earnest and sat down on the floor 
right where he stood, suddenly having no strength left to 
hold himself up. He clutched the phone and listened to Evan 
like he was a life raft. 

“Oh my God, sweetie, I"m so sorry. How awful for you. 


Aw shit, | want to be there to hold you. Oh sweetheart, 
damn 


it.” 

Evan"s words crept in through the fog of his sorrow and 
made him feel less alone, but he wasn"t prepared for what 
Evan said next. 


“Do you want me to come there?” 


“What? Oh no, that"s not—l mean, | don"t want you to 

cut short your vacation. We'll be okay.” Even as he was 
saying it, a longing for Evan caught him around the throat, 
and he found it hard to breathe. 

“Jack. You"re way more important than a vacation. | 

want to come. | Know you"re being strong and all, and you 
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have to be, for Shelly and your parents, but who"s gonna be 
strong for you?” 

“God, Evan, I"m just not... | don"t think | could bear it if 


you.... Oh shit, my phone just beeped, and it"s the hospital. 
| 


should"ve been there fifteen minutes ago. I"ve gotta go.” 
“Okay, honey.” 

“Uh, no, wait! Evan, just—don"t go yet. I"ll be right 
back.” 

Jack picked up the other call. “Hello? Mom? Is she...? 
Okay, thank God. I"Il be there soon.” 


He pressed Send again. “Evan? Are you still there?” 


“Yes, I"m here.” 

“Good. They'"re saying Shelly"s going to make it.” 

“Thank God, baby. Well, | won"t keep you—” 

“Wait!” Jack"s heart started beating wildly. “I... I just 
have to tell you something.” 

“Okay.” 

Jack didn"t know why it was so important to tell Evan 
right now of all times, but he just had to. He took a deep 
breath. 

“| love you. And... and I"m so glad you"re in my life.” His 
voice broke, and he clamped his lips shut. 

“Oh, baby.” Evan"s voice was soft in his ear. “Thank you 
for saying that. | love you too. You don"t know how much 
you've changed my life. |—well, I"II shut up, because | could 
go on forever about how much | love you. Just go do what 
you need to do. I"m with you. Always.” 

“Thank you.” Jack could barely see the phone, let alone 
talk without choking up. “I"ll talk to you later.” 
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HOSPITAL waiting rooms were shitty places to be, Jack 


decided as he stood looking out of the window at the 
parking 


lot and the bare trees that lined the horizon. 

Being at the hospital again, the same one they'd gone to 
after Shelly's first suicide attempt, was like some weird and 
horrible déjà vu. Jack couldn"t help feeling like nothing had 
changed, they"d gotten nowhere in the last four years, 
despite all of the medications, therapy, and hospitalizations. 
Joanne had arrived in a fancy outfit, having been pulled 

out of a holiday concert by the urgent page from the 
answering service. Jack had looked at her resentfully as she 
leaned in and talked to his parents: she was supposed to 
cure Shelly, and all that had happened was Shelly getting 
worse. He knew he was being unreasonable, but he wanted 
something or someone to take out his anger on. 

His parents sat on the chairs in the waiting room, 

looking somehow smaller and older than they had two days 
ago, when the whole family had been celebrating Christmas 


together. Jack wasn"t able to sit; he kept pacing around, 


wanting to hit something, looking at his phone when Evan 
texted him, all short texts of encouragement and love. Aunt 
Brenda came running in, and his mom got up to receive her 
embrace. 

Finally, a doctor in a white coat emerged from the doors 
behind which Shelly was being worked on, and Jack, his 
parents and aunt, and Joanne all gathered around her. Jack 


noticed her nameplate for some reason— E/mb/lade—and 
got 


a vision of cutting down an elm with a huge blade, then 
turning the blade on the evil that was Shelly"s illness. He 
brought himself present to listen to what she was saying. 
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“She"s out of the woods as far as her survival is 


concerned, but it"s a good thing you found her when you 
did. 


Because she was still alive, we think she probably didn"t 
take 


the pills until earlier this morning, because the amount of 


pills she apparently took would most likely have been fatal.” 


“So, maybe she wanted to be found,” said Jack"s dad, a 
hopeful expression on his face. 

“Maybe. Knowing her, | would say yes, she wanted to be 
found,” said Joanne, twisting the ribbon on her black velvet 
jacket. 

Jack clenched his teeth. He was sick of being pulled 

around by this horrible illness, having Shelly get better and 
raise all their hopes, only to fall so far down. He bowed his 
head and sent up a prayer, asking God to help him, help 
them all get through this, and especially to heal Shelly. 
“Anyway,” Dr. Elmblade continued, “we"re going to 

admit her to the psych unit and probably keep her here for 
several days, maybe even a week, until we"re sure she"s 
stable. I"ve paged Dr. Lyon, the psychiatrist, and he"s on his 
way. You"re her therapist?” Dr. Elmblade looked at Joanne, 
who nodded. 

“Dr. Lyons will want to meet with you to go over her 
current course of treatment and look at changing up the 
meds.” 


“When can we see her?” Jack"s mom asked, clutching 


her purse tightly. 

“In a little while, after we get her out of ICU and into a 
regular bed on the psych ward. You"ll be able to visit her 
briefly then. And I"m sure Dr. Lyons will want to meet with 
you after he's finished his examination.” 
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They settled in to wait. Waiting and praying seemed to 


be all they could do, all they ever did. God, save her and 
heal 


her, or I’m going to be really angry with you. Jack finished 
another circuit of the room and said to his parents, “I"m 
going to get some coffee. You want something?” 

“Nothing for us, son.” He hated how defeated his dad 
looked. 

He left the waiting room and pulled out his phone to 

send a text to Evan but couldn"t think of anything to say. He 
stuck the phone back in his pocket as he walked down the 
long white hallway. 


JACK took the freeway exit to Cabot and headed slowly 


toward his neighborhood. He blinked rapidly and shook 


himself, trying to stave off the exhaustion that threatened to 


make him fall asleep at the wheel. He glanced at the radio 


clock: seven-thirty p.m. He hadn"t been aware of the 
passage 


of time in the hospital and was surprised to walk out and 
find it fully dark. His parents and aunt were staying on to 
meet with Dr. Lyons and Joanne, and he'd planned to stay 


too, but his mom had all but insisted he go on home and 
“try 


to relax.” She"d been so adamant that he'd finally agreed. 


she wanted to take care of him, who was he to argue? 
Relax. That was a laugh. Jack turned onto his street 

and stared at his driveway, startled to see a strange car 
sitting in it. Shit, he hoped people from the church hadn't 
already found out. He didn't think he could cope with 
anyone's well-meaning sympathy right now. He pulled up 
behind the car and saw a figure sitting on the steps in the 
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dark. He squinted. No. It couldn"t be. He turned off the 


f 


ignition, pulled the keys out hastily, and got out of the car. 
“Hello?” he called out, still not sure if what he was 

seeing was real, until a familiar voice answered. 

“Hey, baby.” 

A power surge of joy jolted through his body, and he 
laughed disbelievingly as he ran up the sidewalk and into 
Evan"s arms. 

“You"re here? What the hell?” 

They hugged each other tightly, and Jack planted his 


face into the familiar spot on Evan"s shoulder, breathing 
him 


in, feeling the energy current move through him, giving 
silent 


thanks to God. 

“I had to come, sweetie. | just had to.” 

“But... how? | mean, what? You"re here—wait, how did 

you even know my address?” 

“I called your mom.” 

“You called my— What?” Jack couldn"t take it all in. He 

just clutched on to Evan tightly so he wouldn"t disappear in 


a poof of smoke or something. 


Evan kissed his forehead, stroking his back. “She gave 
me her cell phone number back in November, just in case. | 


called her after | talked to you and told her | wanted to 
come, 


and she said | should. Anyway, | hopped on a plane at La 
Guardia, landed in Little Rock, rented a car, and here | am.” 
Jack was still trying to process the fact that Evan and 

his mom were having secret conversations when Evan 
shivered. 

“How about we go inside? My ass is about to freeze. I"ve 
been sitting out here for a while.” 
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“God, yeah, come on.” He pulled Evan up the porch 

steps, not letting go of him for a second, and unlocked the 
door to let them in. 

“Ahhh, warmth,” Evan said, then turned around and 
stared at Jack. “Let me look at you. Jesus, baby. Come 
here.” 


He enveloped Jack in his arms again, and Jack sagged 


onto his chest, safe, protected, at home. The tears that he"d 
been holding inside all day came, and he let them, knowing 
that Evan didn"t give a shit if he cried or not. 

Evan made soothing noises as Jack shook against him, 
holding him closely. “Let"s go sit down, honey. You"re about 
to collapse here.” 

Sniffling, Jack pulled away long enough to lead them to 

the couch, then burrowed back into Evan's shoulder, feeling 
his arms come protectively around him. He felt small and 
almost angry at how much he needed Evan, how much he 
was soaking him in. 

Evan simply held him, rocking him a little, and began to 
hum. The tune was familiar, but Jack couldn"t quite place it 
until Evan started singing it softly. “,,Live in my house, I"II be 
your shelter....°” 

It was “I"ll Cover You,” one of Jack"s favorite songs from 


Rent. He sighed happily and snuggled in, putting his head 
on 


Evan's shoulder as he continued to sing. 


Jack stared at the lights of the Christmas tree making 


colored patches on the ceiling, listening as Evan"s gorgeous 
voice filled him with peace. 

“ With a thousand sweet kisses.... Oh lover, I"Il cover 

you."” 
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Evan's voice softly drifted away, and he looked down as 
Jack turned his face up to his. 

“I love you, Evan,” he said, staring into his unearthly 

eyes. 

“I love you. So much,” Evan replied. 

As he felt Evan's lips come down to cover his, Jack 
experienced the same falling sensation he"d had when he"d 
looked up into Evan"s face for the first time: the world tilted, 
then righted itself, and he knew he was home. 

WHEN his parents came in a few hours later, he and Evan 
were sitting at the kitchen table eating turkey sandwiches. 
Evan stood up hastily and wiped his hands on his jeans, 
looking a bit nervous. He relaxed when Laura came over and 


put her arms out to hug him. 


“Evan! Thank you so much for coming.” 

Evan hugged her, looking relieved and grateful. “Thanks 
for having me, Mrs. Grady.” 

“Laura, please. I"m too young to be Mrs. Grady to you. 

I"m just glad you could get here to support Jackson.” 

Jack didn"t quite know where to put his eyes and 

glanced over at his dad. He looked tired, and his eyes were 
on Jack. He dropped them and then walked over to Evan, 
offering his hand. 

“Thanks for being here, son. Jack needs his good friends 
at a time like this. We all do.” 

Jack watched a series of emotions cross Evan"s face as 

he took Pete"s hand. 

“I"d do anything for Jack.” 
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No one seemed to know quite what to say next, silence 
filling the room while Jack stood frozen, throat sore with a 
mixture of pride and embarrassment. Jack"s dad recovered 


first and clapped his hand on Evan"s back, then turned to 


Jack. 

“Why don"t we go into the living room so we can tell you 
what the doctor said?” 

Evan turned to the table, saying, “I"ll just clean up the 
dishes while you guys talk.” 

Jack opened his mouth to protest, but his mom beat 

him to it. 

Taking Evan"s arm, she said, “No, honey, I'd like you to 

be part of this conversation; that is, if it"s all right with you, 
Pete?” She looked at her husband, a question in her eyes. 
He looked back at her, and it seemed to Jack that a 
wordless conversation was taking place between them; then 
Pete suddenly nodded. 

“Yes, of course it"s all right. Let"s go.” 

They went into the living room, Jack and Evan sitting on 


the couch with a decent amount of space between them, 
and 


his mom and dad on the loveseat facing them. Even from a 
foot apart, Jack could feel Evan"s energy surrounding him, 


and he sent some of his back. 


Pete leaned forward. “Okay, so, Dr. Lyons thinks that 
Shelly is going to pull through this okay. He says it was a cry 


for help, especially given that she timed it so she'd be 
found. 


He has a new medication that he's tried with some other 
patients recently that he"s hopeful will be good for Shelly.” 
“How long will she have to be in the hospital?” Jack 

asked. 
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His mother answered, sadness in her eyes. “They"re not 
sure, but at least for a week or more. It takes that long for 
the new meds to take effect.” 

Jack clenched his fist and felt Evan"s eyes on him. He 

cut off his frustrated response. His parents didn"t need that 
right now. 

He settled for asking, “What can we do to help?” 

His dad sighed. “What we have been doing, | guess. 

Being there for her. Being available.” He paused, then said, 


“I"m glad you"re here, son. It helps her.” 


“I know,” Jack said, feeling guilty. Maybe he never 
Should have left Arkansas. But then, he and Evan.... He 
looked over at Evan's long legs and then at his face, so 
beautiful, really, no other word for it, and felt a pang of loss 
at the thought of leaving him now. 

“I'll stay as long as | can,” he said. “I want to be here for 
you guys.” 

His mom gazed at him fondly. “I Know you do, honey. 
But you have your own life too. You have your teaching 
and....” She stopped talking but looked at Evan and then 
back at him. 

Clearing his throat, his heart beginning to beat a little 
faster, Jack said, “Is there anything else to know about 
Shelly right now?” 

His dad shook his head. “Not really. | like what I"ve seen 
of this Dr. Lyons, though. I just hope he might have 
something that will help her.” 

“Okay. And I"m assuming | can visit her. They do have 
visiting hours in the psych unit?” 
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“Yes they do, honey,” his mom replied. “But we can talk 
about all of that tomorrow. You boys must be beat.” 
“Yeah. Um, | want to talk to you guys about something, 
though, if you"re not too tired.” 

He felt Evan's eyes on him and looked over at him for a 
moment, then turned back to his parents, strangely calm. 
“Okay.” His mother looked a bit apprehensive and put 
her hand on his dad"s knee. He put his hand over hers, and 
they turned their faces to Jack expectantly. 

Jack almost changed his mind. He hadn"t planned this. 
Why put another burden on them today, of all days? But 


something told him that today, with the fragility and 
urgency 


of life staring them in the face, was actually the perfect day 
for this conversation. 

“Okay.” Jack took a deep breath, feeling Evan's energy, 
knowing that Evan was with him completely, and he 
plunged. “I"m gay. I"ve known it for a long time, years, but it 


took me this long to be okay with it. It"s who I am, and I"m 


no longer ashamed of it. | hope that you guys will be able to 


accept it, but I"Il understand if you can"t. But | can"t hide 
any 


longer.” 

Damn, now that he was talking, he couldn"t stop. He bit 
his lip and made himself meet his parents" eyes. 

His mother's eyes were wet, but she nodded, then got up 
and held her arms out to him. He stood and allowed his 
mom to hug him, laying his head on her shoulder for a 
moment. 

“I knew,” she whispered. “I"ve made my peace with it, 
and | trust in God that he"ll look after you.” 
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He pulled away. “Well, if you mean ,,cure" me, Mom, | 

can tell you that"s not going to happen. God made me this 
way.” 

“Oh, | know! | didn"t say that right. | believe that you 

were born that way and that God loves you just as you are. 


I"m worried for you, is all. | Know that it won"t be easy and 


there"re hateful people out there. That"s why I"m trusting in 
God to look after you.” 

“Oh. Thanks, Mom.” 

He looked at his father, who sat with his hands clasped 
between his knees, his head bowed, as if he was praying. 


Well, maybe he was. His mom said, “Pete?” and he raised 
his 


head. 
“Yeah. Jack, you"re my son. I"m proud of you, always 
have been. | don"t know how God works. His ways are 


mysterious at times. | don"t profess to understand why 
some 


people are born different than the rest of us, but | do believe 
you when you say that you"re gay. | Know you wouldn"t be 
saying that lightly, and I"ve seen you struggle with it for 
years now.” 

His dad choked up, and his mom went over to him while 
Jack fought back his own tears. 

Wiping his eyes, his dad continued, “I"m glad you had 

the courage to open up to us. I"Il always love and support 


you, son.” 


He stood and walked over to Jack, enveloping him ina 

big hug, and Jack smiled, wet-eyed and relieved. 

His mom piped up. “So now I"m going to pry a little. How 
does Evan fit into all of this?” 

Jack let go of his dad and turned to look at Evan, who 

he thought had shown remarkable restraint, having not said 
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one word throughout this whole scene. Evan smiled at him, 
and his heart turned over. 

“Evan is the best thing that ever happened to me,” he 

said softly and walked over to him, putting his hand out. 
Evan took it. 

They turned to look at his parents, together, connected, 

as one. 

JACK sat next to Shelly"s hospital bed, watching her sleep. 
He focused on the rise and fall of her thin chest, shuddering 
again to think how close she"d come to dying. Her eyes 


opened, and she looked at him, then stretched out her 
hand, 


and he took it. 

“Hey there, big bro.” 

“Hey yourself. How"re you feeling?” 

“Hunky-dory, Jacky-poo.” Her face changed, and she 
whispered, “Sorry for being such a jerk.” 

“Don't be sorry, Shells. It"s not you, it"s the disease.” 
“Yeah.” She stared glumly ahead, and Jack felt that 
familiar sense of hopelessness before mentally pulling 


himself up by his bootstraps. He needed to be strong for 
her. 


“Hey, Dr. Lyons thinks this new medication is going to 
help a lot. He"s used it on other patients, and it"s made a 
difference.” He winced at the cheerleading quality to his 
voice, but Shelly didn"t seem to mind. 

“Yeah?” She looked at him wistfully. “You think so?” 

“Yep, and Joanne thinks so too.” 

They sat there in silence for a while, holding hands; 

then Shelly looked around. 
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“Where's Evan?” 

“Oh, he had to go back to DC. School"s almost back in 
session, and he has a lot to do, with Rent about to open.” 
“School"s about to start? How come you"re not there 
too?” 

Jack paused, then said slowly. “I"m thinking about 

taking a semester off. Jordan can handle my classes, with 
Evan's help.” 

“What?” Shelly glared at him. “Why on earth would you 
do that?” 

“I"m worried about you, and | want to be here. You"re a 
long way from being out of the woods, and | just, | don"t 
want to leave you or Mom or Dad right now.” 

“Oh, for God"s—what does Evan think about this?” Jack 
couldn"t understand why Shelly was getting so angry. 
“He supports whatever | want to do.” He felt almost a 
physical pain, he suddenly missed Evan so much. 

“Damn it, Jack. Don"t you dare drop out of teaching and 


leave Evan and your whole new life. I"II kill you way before 
I"d 


try to kill myself again!” 

Jack stared at her, taken aback. 

She twisted her hands in the sheets. “I"m so sorry that 

my problems have made you even think that you have to 
move back home. | don"t want that. Of course | love having 
you around, but | don"t want you to leave your new life for 
me. | don"t want you to leave Evan. He's the best thing that 
ever happened to you, damn it.” 

Jack felt a lump in his throat as a rush of love for Shelly 
overtook him. She kept going. 
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“I"m going to get well. I"m going to really work on it. | 

know that I never really put my trust in Joanne, and | didn't 
let her or you guys really help me. But I"m gonna do that 
now. And what will help me is that you go and have your life 
be great. That"s what"s gonna help me, not you sitting 
around trying to nurse me or something.” 

She fell back on her pillow, looking exhausted. 


Jack leaned over and kissed her forehead. “Okay. | get 


it. I"Il go back. But you better get well, damn it, I"m warning 
you. Or I"ll be back here bugging the hell out of you faster 
than you can say boo.” 

She smiled weakly and closed her eyes. “Okay, | 

promise. I"m gonna sleep some now.” 

Jack kissed her one more time and got up to go. 

“Jack?” 

He turned back. “Yeah?” 

“Say hi to Evan and tell him he still owes me that 

dance.” 

He smiled, remembering Evan and Shelly talking about 
dancing and mocking Jack"s lack of expertise that night with 
his family in Little Rock. 

“Il tell him.” 

“WELL, here we are,” said Evan, pulling up to the 
auditorium. “The big night.” 

Jack thought he looked surprisingly calm. “How're you 
feeling?” 

“Nervous as hell.” 


Jack took his hand. “Aw, you don"t look it.” 
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“| don"t?” 

“Naw. You look great. It"s gonna be epic, man.” Jack 


looked out the window at the empty parking lot. “We must 
be 


early.” 

“Yeah, the kids should be showing up in about half an 

hour, and the performance is an hour after that.” 

“So, what do we do until then?” Jack asked, dropping 

his voice into a drawl. 

“Fuck, Jackson. Don"t get me going again, you hot slut.” 
“True. I"m a slut for you.” 

Jack ran his tongue slowly over his lips, remembering 

going down on Evan just that morning, hands gripping his 
hips, listening to his melodious voice cry out as he came. He 


smiled as a picture of Evan lying on the bed, wrecked, 
played 


in his mind. 
“Get that tongue in your mouth,” Evan said softly, 


putting his fingers against Jack"s lips. 


“Umm,” Jack hummed as he sucked on Evan"s 

fingertips, thinking with shivery pleasure about how Evan 
had opened him up later that morning with his tongue and 
fingers, then fucked him, excruciatingly slowly, until he"d 
begged. 

“Uh, Jack?” 

He stopped sucking on Evan's fingers long enough to 

say, “Yeah?” 

“Unless you want to get arrested for having sex in the 
parking lot of a high school, you better stop that.” 

“Okay. So now you need to talk to me, tell me something 
to distract me.” Jack knew Evan never passed up a chance 
to talk. 
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Evan smiled and pushed his seat back so he could 

stretch out his long legs. 

“I"m going to tell you a story. So, do you know that we 


met right around the same time that | started rehearsing 
this 


play? So much has happened since August.” 

Jack pushed his seat back and turned to face Evan, 
snuggling farther down into his coat to stay warm. 

“Yeah. My life has totally changed, for sure. For the 
better.” 

“So has mine.” Evan stared at him for a second, a small 
smile on his lips. “So, a man walks into a bar, right?” 

“Oh, yeah, all great stories start with that.” 

“Right. A man walks into a bar, and | see him and think, 
„Oh my fucking God, I"ve never seen anyone so cute".” 
“Oh?” 

“Yeah. So | buy him a drink and sidle up to him, and 

he's even cuter from close up. Adorable. And he starts 
talking with this Southern drawl, which kills me, and then 
he turns out to be a musician and a teacher, and his lower 
lip is fucking amazing, and | fall in love immediately.” 
“Really? Immediately?” 

Evan stopped and took his hand. “Actually? Yes. But 

wait, it gets better. So | ask this cute Southern boy to dance, 


and what do you know? This boy is not only adorable and 


nice and a musician, he"s sexy and snuggles right in with 
his 


hands on my ass.” 

“Hmm, sounds kind of slutty to me.” 

“Oh, it was, sooo slutty and hot. So | just have to kiss 
him, and he lets me, and Jesus, his lips....” 
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Jack felt the electricity between them humming on high 
frequency now. He cleared his throat. 

“Sounds hot.” 

“It was, God, so hot. But then his damn cell phone rang, 
and he ran off and left me stranded. Stranded and 
heartbroken, and | thought all was lost.” 

Jack shook his head. “Now you"re being dramatic. 
"Cause as | recall, he came back to you to explain, and you 
just blew him off.” 

“Hmmm. You could be right about that. But | thought 
he ran off because he wasn"t interested, you see.” 


Jack smiled and put his hand on Evan's cheek. “I"ll 


never understand how you, of all people, could doubt that 
people are interested in you.” 

Evan put his hand over Jack"s, then picked up his hand 
and kissed it. “Silly me. So life went on, but guess who 
showed up as the new orchestra teacher at my school?” 
“No. You"re kidding me. That's just too... | don"t know, 
too much like one of those romance novels.” 

“Yeah, | thought so too. | nearly lost my shit when | 
turned around and there you were.” 

“You did? | practically peed my pants. | don"t know how 
| even managed to survive that.” 

“Hmm, pee and shit. Well, anyway, that was the 
beginning of a beautiful romance.” 

“Oh? As | recall, | was kind of an asshole with you, and 


then you told me it was okay and you weren"t gonna be a 
„big 


old gay predator". Some romance.” 
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Evan laughed, then leaned over and pressed his lips to 


Jack"s neck. “Well, every relationship has its ups and 
downs.” 

“So, does this story have a happy ending, | mean, after 
the pee and shit and being weird with each other?” 

“I think so. At least for me it does. Because | can tell you 
right now that I"m happier than I"ve ever been in my life.” 
Evan nibbled a bit on Jack"s neck, and he shivered. 

“Yeah. Me too. | can definitely say that for me, this story 
has had a very happy ending.” 

JACK looked around. Wow. The auditorium was packed, 
buzzing with excited voices and occasional teenaged- 
sounding squeals. Along with the majority of the students 
from the school and their parents, he spotted several of the 
speakers and LGBT participants from the rally. Most of the 


staff appeared to be there also, and he spied Elaine 
standing 


in the back talking with a group of people. He did a double 


take: was that the mayor? They"d invited her to the rally, 
and 


Evan had practically danced a jig when they"d received her 


message of support, along with regrets that she couldn"t 


attend. Evan was going to be so happy, Jack thought, and 
glowed just thinking about it. 

A nudge in his side had him tear his attention away 

from Elaine and the VIPs. He looked over at Julie, who sat 
next to him, and she jerked her head toward the other side 


of the room. Jack turned and widened his eyes; Lawrence 
sat 


toward the back, looking around, then ducking his head 
down, like he hoped to escape any notice. Jack and Julie 
exchanged smiles. 
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“Life is sweet, ain"t it?” asked Julie. 

“It really is,” Jack agreed, then sat up with a sense of 
anticipation as the lights dimmed and the band started the 
overture. 

Remember the love 

Seasons of love 

THE strains of the last song died away, and the audience 


rose as one. Standing in the darkened auditorium between 


Ren and Julie, Jack wiped his eyes and watched the 

students take their bows. 

As the lights came up, the cast and band started 

clamoring, “Mr. Roderick! Mr. Roderick!” and Jack hollered 
along with them until Evan appeared from the wings, a huge 
smile on his face. Jack teared up again watching Bree and 
the other kids crowd around Evan, hugging him. 

Finally, Evan put his hands out for quiet. 

“I just want to say a few words. I"m so proud of these 

kids and the hours and days and months they"ve spent on 


this play. They"re so talented and just a joy to work with.” 
He 


paused as the audience burst into applause for the 
students. 


“But even more than that, | want to acknowledge these 

kids, and the school, and the community, for coming 
together to support what this play is about, to celebrate 
diversity and artistic freedom. Most of you know that the 
students put on a rally with local gay rights groups when 
this play was in danger of being canceled. And together with 
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teachers and parents and the greater community, they 
made 


a statement, they made a difference, and tonight is the 
result 


of their heart and courage. So | want to acknowledge them, 
and along with them I ask that anyone in the audience who 
had anything to do with that rally please come up to the 
stage right now so all of you can be thanked.” 

Julie laughed. “That Evan. | would be having a bad hair 
day. Okay, guys, come on.” She hopped up, and so did Ren. 
Ren turned to Jack. “You coming?” 

“Yeah, | just have to get something.” 

He reached under his chair to retrieve the bouquet of 
orchids that he"d stashed there when Evan was off 


overseeing the pre-performance chaos. He"d meant to give 
it 


to Evan backstage after the show, but this was better. While 


he'd never be as eloquent as Evan, he all of a sudden 
wanted 


to make a statement of his own. 


He walked down the side aisle, holding the bouquet 


behind his back, lingering as the rest of the rally 
participants 


filled the stage. He could see Evan looking around for him, 
but after a moment Evan started talking again, thanking 
those on stage for their contribution. 

The audience applauded, and Jack moved quickly 


before anyone could leave. Bounding up the steps at the 
side 


of the stage, he crossed right in front of everyone to where 
Evan was standing in the center, calling out, “Mr. Roderick? 
One more thing.” 

Evan stared. 

Jack turned to the audience. “I want to publicly thank 

Evan for the difference that he makes. | mean, it"s pretty 
obvious, right? But | want to thank him—” He stopped and 
turned to look at Evan, who looked disbelievingly at him. 
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“Thank you for the difference you"ve made in my life.” 


He brought the flowers out from behind his back and 


presented them to Evan, who took them, biting his lip. 
Jack heard “aws” and clapping, but he wasn"t paying 


attention. He went up on his tiptoes and whispered in 
Evan"s 


ear, “I love you.” 

Evan"s arms came around him, and he planted his face 

in the best spot he'd ever found in life, breathing him in, 
letting his energy fill him up. 

Like electricity, electricity 

Sparks inside of me, and I"m free, I"m free. 
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